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Veteran Helper

My trooping, little helper,
Like a lost puppy
Waiting for the master’s command;
Or more of a veteran,
Frayed and torn
And the color
No longer bright
And vivid. 

Glue burns its arm,
And its beauty is being stripped,
However, it still goes on,
With me as its master, and friend.


A Strange Existence

Never-ending, 
Falling farther
Into a dizzying
Nonexistence.

With and unknown beginning,
And an inconceivable end
If there is one.

Who am I anyway?
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