
 

when “learning our lesson”…meant, learning something fun. 
 
A law passed. Students, can now, legally carry guns… 
it conjures up a very chilling thought. 
You see, I can still remember… 
when, books…and lunchboxes…were all we’d ever bought. 
 
Indeed, it conjures up a very chilling thought. 
To be…ambushed, by someone I’d regularly seen and taught. 
A—student. Troubled…abused…utterly confused…  
chose this particular day, to deal with all of those issues. 
 
A—student. Troubled…abused…utterly confused… 
chose, this particular day, to copy what he’d seen on the news. 
You see, I can empathize…but, I absolutely do not excuse. 
Because I am now—in the victim’s shoes! 
 

 

ICEBERG 
 
When we broke up, I cried… 
creating a vast ocean, that was filled with my tears. 
A mammoth-sized chunk of me had died. 
The rest, that was left, somehow—-persevered. 
 
Nowadays, I just drift right along… 
dragging my feet as I pass. 
Consciously, leaving my pieces. 
“Forget them! They’re broken! They’re past!” 
 
Our love had been enormous. 
As many will surely agree. 
We’d frolicked along, while singing love songs. 
Majestic. Triumphant. Carefree. 
 
As of late, I feel dejected. 
I think I am losing my grip.  
I drown all my pain, with saké, in vain. 



 

Then, grimace and curse, as I sip! 
 
I take the time to peer at the sky… 
and all of its wonderful hues. 
For, it understands the emotions I feel… 
and, complements all of my moods. 
 
When we broke up, that day, the degrees had become much hotter. 
My once “solid” state, which no one could break… 
suddenly turned into water! 
 
 

The Blues 
 
Sometimes I feel just like the doggone blues. 
Not necessarily the colors… 
but more or less their hues. 
Yes, sometimes I feel just like the doggone blues. 
Not necessarily the colors…  
but more or less their light and dark moods. 
 
Sometimes I feel just like the doggone blues. 
Like having my whole day ruined…  
by receiving a little bit of bad news. 
Yes, sometimes I feel just like the doggone blues. 
Like not ever seeming able to win… 
without suffering the loss of something that I can’t even afford to lose! 
 
Sometimes I feel just like the doggone blues. 
Like something akin to a sharpened tool… 
that knows it will never, ever have the chance to be used. 
Yes, sometimes I feel just like the doggone blues. 
Like, having had to spend my very last dime on paying all of my dues. 
 
Sometimes I feel just like the doggone blues… 
unappreciated, antiquated, and—validated by the booze. 
Yes, sometimes I feel just like the doggone blues. 
Like making a nickel less than a dime… 
off spit-shining somebody’s already polished shoes. 


