POEMS OF JOHN K. PROBST

ODE TO RETIREMENT 
(Written for Jack Greenspan’s retirement party and adverting my new book)

I’ve always had trouble with the word – to retire- or retired,

(I mean tit for tat, it could mean changing a flat)

So I looked up the word, and it also means “unofficially fired”

But what it comes down to is there is nothing of you required,

For the position for which you were originally hired!

Never the less, you will soon find in your new realization,

You have time to roam on your own, to unravel in travel, for,

You are totally free from any work obligation.

Which leaves you free to do all that you have ignored.

All the things that you have always looked longing toward

(doing;) when you had the occasion without occupational invasion, 

to complete, on your own, that truly brings one, the satisfaction, 

not found in work attraction,  personal commitment, contentment and eternal reward.

Well there you have it, and I for one can personally attune,

Retirement is not just staying up late and  sleeping till noon, 

But the opportunity, the break, the time to awake 

In one’s artistic endeavors or what ever makes,

One enjoy time passing; for one’s own creative sake. 

As proof, I do have a missive I’ve penned by and by,

(It will be published in late June or possibly July)

But if you would like to cruse it, peruse it, (just don’t loose it or abuse it) at your new leisure time flow,  

Just contact me at the e-mail address that’s listed below. 

I’ll send it complete (218 pages) and ask you, (and one and all,)

To critic it and tell me if it’s worth reading at all.

But in a last word, again congratulations!!  On a job, Well done!!!

Now go and have for your self (on your own time, finally won,) a ton of happiness, opportunities, creative activities, and well-earned fun. 

JKPROBST-www.johnknowlesprobst.com
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EVOLUTION
(Written for the Quincy writing group on the theme of Evolution)

Through out the years there is still no conclusion

To the perennial question of man’s evolution.

Some say it is God’s protrusion into

natural selection of matter and fusion.

But what I believe and this is only a personal conclusion,

Is that this unanswered question will always be an intrusion

Into man’s thinking without an equitable, egalitarian or lasting solution.

 -----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------                                                         

ALONE!  NOT QUITE

(Written while staying a Jen and Eric’s Reno home.  Having arrived one very late night, after partying and drinking, I  found myself to be  wide awake  the only one in the house, and  at that moment,  because of the silence, inspired to write . 
YOU WERE NOT HERE, (JEN-ERIC)OH NO YOU WERE NOT,

BUT THANKS FOR THE FUN,  I SURELY HAD A LOT.

I TELL YOU THAT I AM SURELY NOT A LIAR,

YOU’LL NEVER GUESS, IN YOUR ABSENSE WHAT DID TRANSPIRE.

THE MINUTE THAT I CAME THROUGHT THE FRONT DOOR,

A FACE BENEATH THE CARPET FLOOR, DID SAY TO ME,

“COME IN OH SIRE, “ AS THE FIRE PLACE LIGHT IT,S OWN BRIGHT FIRE.

THEN LOW AND BEHOLD, THE COUCH DID SPEAK AND SAY,

COME IN AND PLAY AND WITH US DO STAY.

I WAS SHOCKED—MY MIND BECAME LOCKED, AND THEN THE HAND UPON THE HALL CLOCK,  DID POINT TO ME AND SAY IN JEST,

“COME STAY WITH US, WE’LL HAVE A FEST,

“YES, SIT UPON ME” SAID THE CHAIR,

I AM NOT MUCH FOR WEAR OR TEAR,  AND THEN THE COUCH AND CHAIR DID SPAT, AS THEY ARGUED WHERE I WAS TO SIT AND HAVE SAT.

BEHAVE YOURSELVES SAID I NOT IN RYHME.,

I’LL SIT UPON YOU BOTH IN MY OWN GOOD TIME.

AND THEN AS THOUGH FROM THROUGH OUT THE AIR,

I HEARD A VOICE FROM UP THE STAIR,

“COME LAY IN MY SOFT AND FLUFFY SHEET.

AS DOES THE COUCH AND CHAIR, I REPEAT,

STAY WITH US FOR OOHHH THE NIGHT”

(THE LAMP AGREED AND TURNED ON IT’S LIGHT)

WHO SPEAKS SAID I WHO SPOKE AND THUS HEARD

“IT,S ME YOUR PLUMAS COUNTY ROOM,S OLD BED,

WHO WILL COMFORT YOU FROM FOOT TO HEAD.

“IT IS BETTER THAN SITTING OR STANDING ALL NIGHT INSTEAD,”

“I AM SHOCKED AND STUNNED HOW CAN THIS BE,

HOW CAN YOU ALL TALK, YOU ARE ALL MADE FROM A TREE?.”

O”H NO KIND SIR,  FOR  WHEN THE COUPLE DEPART,

WE TAKE ON HUMAN ATTRIBUTES, OF SOUL AND HEART.

AND IN THE SILENCE OF EACH ROOM. WE BECOME SOOO HEARTY,

WE  EVEN DANCE AND SOMETIMES SING, AND  ALWAYS ,ALWAYS “PARTY’’.

SO JOIN US SIRE, AND TAKE US AT BEST,

AND FEEL FREE TO BECOME OUR PARTY GUEST.

AND THEN THE BED UNAWARES OF IT’S SIZE,  TRIED DESCENDING THE STAIRS,

BUT BECAUSE OF ITS SIZE IT STAMPED ON THE FLOOR, FOR IT COULD NOT GET THROUGH THE BEDROOM DOOR.

AND SO IT WAS THAT WE DANCED AND SANG

AND LO AND BEHOLD, THE  HALL CLOCK ALARM RANG,

AND THE HOUR WAS LATE,  AND I WAS TIRED AND WISHED TO GO,

AND I HURT, BECAUSE WHEN DANCING, THE COUCH HAD STEPPED ON MY  LEFT BIG TOE.

SO WE SAID OUR GOODBYES, AND I WENT OFF TO MY BED,

THE BED IN THE PLUMAS COUNTY ROOM,   AT THE TOP OF THE STAIRS,

 THE BED WHO COULD’NT JOIN US BUT WATCHED US INSTEAD.

IT HAD PULLED BACK IT SHEET AND PUFFED UP THE WHITE PILLOW,

OH SO VERY VERY NEAT – I SAY, IT FELT LIKE SLEEPING ON A SOFT WILLOW.

THE VERY NEXT MORNING , LATE I AWOKE TO MY SHAGRIN,

FOR I FOUND EVERYTHING  THE SAME AS IT HAD ORIGINALLY BEEN.

THE FACE ON THE FLOOR AND THE COUCH AND THE CHAIR,

WER JUST WHERE THEY WERE, WITH NO WEAR AND NO TEAR.

DID I DREAM  IT, SEEM  IT, GLEAM IT,  OR  FIND,

THAT I WAS IN THE PROCESS OF LOOSING MY MIND.

MATTER IT NOT FOR  I MUST SAY THIS,

WHEN YOU ARE OUT IN YOUR ADVENTURE ABYSS,

THINGS GO “KNOCK” IN YOUR HOUSE

AND ITS MORE THAN A MOUSE.

FOR THE PLACE COMES ALIVE AND IS  EVER SO HARTY,

THE INNARDS OF THE HOUSE, -- THEY HAVE THEIR OWN PARTY.

BUT TELL THEM NOT OF WHAT I HAVE TO SAY, TO SAID

FOR I HAVE PROMISED  TO KEEP THEIR SECRET INSTEAD.

OF LETTING  YOU KNOW  JUST WHAT HAPPENS WHEN YOU GO,

I DON,T REALLY THINK, ALL THE FACTS,    YOU WANT TO KNOW.

BUT WHEN FROM A TRIP YOU RETURN TO YOUR ROOMS,

YOU WLL ALWAYS FIND THEM  AS YOU LEFT THEM,   OF COURSE YOU ASSUME,

THAT ALL IS THE SAME AS WHEN YOU DEPARTED.

(WELL ALL IS THE SAME IN YOUR LAIR, BUT THE AIR

YOU SEE,  WHILE DANCING, THE CHAIR  CONTINUALLY FARTED)

SO PLEASE KEEP OUR SECRET OF WHAT I  SAY. I DO PRAY,

FOR IT DOESN,T HURT THE HOUSE, WHEN THE INNARDS DO PLAY.

AND I WILL CONTINUE TO BE IN TOTAL DISMAY.

WHEN I VENTURE TO COME HERE FOR MY QUICK NIGHTLY STAY.
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                                                    A THANKSGIVING BLESSING

                 (Written for a FRC Thanksgiving get together in 1993)
DO YOU KNOW THERE,S A PLACE WHERE THINGS GO “KNOCK’’ IN THE NIGHT

AND EVERYTHING IS IN A TERRIBLE  BLIGHT 

NOT TO MENTION THAT ONE IS FULL OF A CONSUMMING FEAR AND FRIGHT.

IN THIS PLACE EVERYTHING IS TURNED ROUND LEFT , NOTHING IS RIGHT,

IT’S IN THIS PLACE THAT RULES SUPREME,  THE PERVERSE.

FOR REALITY ENDS AND FANTASY IS IN REVERSE,

AND SO  WITH THANKSGIVING UPON US, AND ALL THE HOLIDAY TASKS,

THERE IS THE POSSIBILITY OF CHANGE AND THE QUESTION  MUST BE  ASKED,

WHAT IF TURKEYS HAD A HOLIDAY AND COOKED UP A GREAT FEAST 

USING HUMANS  NOT AS GUESTS, BUT AS THE MAIN DINNER COURSE BEAST.

KNOW,  KEEPING IN MIND THESE UNUSUAL CONDITIONS,

TURKEYS  LIKE PEOPLE, WOULD WANT ALL THE  THANKSGIVING TRADITIONS,

TAKE FOR EXAMPLE, THE IDEAS OF PREPARING OR’ DERVES.

HOW WOULD THE TURKEYS, GO ABOUT SERVING UP HUMAN PERSERVES. 

I HAVE SOME IDEAS THAT I WISH TO INCLUDE,

THEY COULD CHOP UP HUMAN  HANDS, GIVING NEW MEANING TO “FINGER FOOD”.

AND HOW WOULD THEY SOLVE THE PROBLEM OF SERVING WHITE AND DARK  MEAT.

WITH HUMANS AS THE MAIN DISH,   THE PROBLEM IS NO EASY FEAT.

BECAUSE WITH TURKEYS,  BOTH MEAT TYPES ARE FOUND ON THE SAME BIRD.

WITH HUMANS, YOU WOULD HAVE TO SERVE BOTH AFRICAN AMERICANS AND CAUCASIANS----HOW ABSURD!!!!!!

(THIS DOES SOLVE THE PROBLEM OF AVOIDING INFRACTIONS,

TO FEDERAL QUISINE GUIDE LINES, WITH REGARDS TO AFFIRMATIVE ACTIONS.)

AND WHAT ABOUT THE “POPES NOSE” YOU KNOW, “THE LAST PIECE OVER THE FENCE”

WELL YOU MAKE THE COMPARISONS, BUT THE POSSIBILITIES ARE IMMENSE.

SO REMEMBER WHEN GIVING THANKS TO YOUR CHOICE OF A HIGHER FORCE. 

REMEMBER, GIVE THANKS THAT YOU ARE THE GUEST, AND NOT THE MAIN COURSE.

A HAPPY THANKSGIVING
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