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I Wish I Was a Monkey 

I wish I was a monkey 

From tree to tree I’d swing 

Free from all responsibility 

My oo-oo’s and ah-ah’s I’d sing 

Oh how I wish I were a monkey 

 

Space 

Why are we all so packed? 

And yet space is so spread out. 

What if our world cracked? 

We see what the cosmos is about. 

Would we go flying back? 

Or finally seek what we all lack? 

Space. 

 

Bathroom Stall 
How can one space 
Be so liberating? 
What is it about that place? 
Is it that 
You go at your own pace? 
Or perhaps that 
Nobody gets on your case? 
 
After Dark 
During the day we pray 
For our fun after sun. 
At twilight it’s so bright; 
The quivering and shivering. 
For no eye can pry 
And no beat is too sweet. 
After dark we embark 
For, unlike the past, 
We are alone at last. 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Prisoner 
Alone my desires are my own 
Together, it is who is on the throne. 
If I could rest 
I wouldn’t be locked in this treasure 
chest. 
The slave in the pair of two, 
I am without a clue. 
 
Quarantine 
My only world left 
Is virtual. 
The world’s greatest theft 
Was unimaginable. 
Inside I sit 
My window is my only slit 
To see what was stolen. 
This is all so foreign.  
 
The Sword in the Stone 
We are Excalibur, 
Waiting to be pulled. 
This boredom reaches a new calibur, 
Or so we are told. 
We are the blade 
Locked in the shade. 
The sun shall set us free, 
But who knows when that may be. 
 
Painting on the Wall 
Painting on the wall 
Stuck in place 
With a frozen face. 
Painting on the wall 
Soon you’ll be free 
Just in time for tea. 
Painting on the wall 
Just wait a little while more 
And life will no more be a bore. 


