It’s hard finding meaning in all this muck.
The drums of war incessantly beating on my TV.
So | turn it off.
The claims of greatness — great sadness or joy — gushing from my FB ‘feed’
So | turn it off.
Even the garden ... squirrels digging it up ... aridness, the forever farmer’s plight
So | turn away.
And | find myself turning, always turning
It off, away, to a diversion, to another day,
To food, or a drive to a park,
All things that should provide relief,
Calming harbors in troubled seas
But, no.
So, my last resort, at this moment in time —
Go to the county dump
To dispose of another week’s worth of offal
This, the only way, at this moment

To find meaning in all this muck.



