Obsession

Engrossed in business,

Living only

For petty politics

And good “ethics,”

You repeat

What seem to be monumental tasks

Day after day,

Year after year,

Blinded

At the age of 25,

Shut out,

Never again to seek that

Old-fashioned enjoyment.

No more

Baseball in the backyard,

No crazy bacchanal

Will you ever again relish.

You don’t even care

To indulge

In your own

Selfish passions.

Now, you,

In your world

Where pleasure is

Merely a waste

Of your precious time,

Allow

Insignificant miscalculations

To destroy a day,

A week, a year,

Or tragically,

A life.

Wisdom

Child, I may not

Hunt for your

Oh so crucial

Fatuous “fun.”

But,

In my world,

My trade

Is delight—

A delight

So unlike yours

In your

Juvenile world,

Where everything

Is carefree

And nonchalant.

I warn you,

Stray your innocent eyes

From your pitiful road,

Winding into

Perpetual oblivion.

Strive to accomplish

My life, and do not

Pity it.

Go forward,

And you will see:

The affection

You will find

Will not be one

For your

Now asinine pleasures.

