	Poem for the day.

              ODE TO POUT ABOUT GOUT

I went one evening to eat at  a crab feed,

and indeed ate my fill in bountiful stead.

but waking the next day and walking about.

found to my  self, (not so surprised) I had gout.

(not said  of  the poor to  placate or appease,

but a simple saying, for the wealthy to please

no matter the afflicted, it's  anybody's (not just  the wealthy's)  disease!

And no matter the strain or physical, or psychological drain.

THE WHOLE EATING EXPERIENCE IS WORTH THE CONTINUAL DAMN PAIN!!!!!

               CONFUSION

Now I was suppose to write on this weeks word confusion,

so looked it up and found it to be an intrusion,

an allusion into what is really life's 

border between  chaos, sequence and order.

So if finding yourself in a state of utter dismay

stop , think, don't act, but don't delay,

to think the problem through, and you too,

will find with intellectual elocution,

the answer to your confusion, to be your 

complete, ultimate and  final solution. 


