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Swimming up from anesthetized depths,
torpor like a robe of concrete 
dragging me back down.

Somehow try to fight against 
the energy sapping bonds.
Knowing with every fiber
that it is too soon!
Would so like to let go 
and Sink back gloriously.
But must perform-
after all it is show business and-
 the show must go on! 

In such moments,
Caffeine is my only friend! 

Gradually I pull myself up
with broken nails and blistered fingertips. 

Pain remains like an over wound fishing reel.
 seated deeply in muscles
surrounding the Atlas vertebrae. 
 
Slowly, depending upon excessive institutional coffee
I approach something like 
semi-functional awareness. 

I don’t feel adequate to the day’s demands.
And yet, I am there
making a supreme effort
to focus and do 
the necessary deeds at hand. 
Hoping the magic of accomplishment 
will ultimately, fully energize
[bookmark: _GoBack]and animate my weary strivings. 
jamesstarfire@gmail.com
