Fragmented

Remembering that my words were once beautiful and bountiful and used. 

Looking, searching for something to compose.

Juggling the thoughts.

Finding and losing them night after night. 

Trying to avoid the trite or the mawkishly sentimental.

Focusing only on the task, unable to get to it.

Breathing, bargaining in procrastination

Avoiding the exposure.

Fearing the unknown.

Knowing, remembering what it feels like to write. 

Being frightened of the flood it may bring on. 

Being more frightened of what may not come.

But, the curves and points of each letter come. 

The beginnings and the endings appear.

They linger. 

The feel of the pen in my hand—grasping, holding, touching, starting, and stopping becomes familiar. 

The knowledge that every mark has meaning that every word has a purpose–permanence—is simultaneously fulfilling a desire and advancing an anxiety.

Distractions don’t matter.

The capturing of an idea, the giving it a life, something solid and staying, is intoxicating. 

Wondering about the next thought, the next line, the outcome.

Recognizing the fragments of an out of practice mind and a lonely pen and paper. 

