Cracking the Writer’s Block

Too long ignored,

My hands have fallen asleep

The pen’s weight, barely felt

Sits heavy on numb fingers

Cutting deep into old wounds

Letting fresher ideas flow

My soul has sprung a leak

That I should never have bothered to fix

Tie a cloth around it

And get back to work

Pretend not to notice

Which is fine for a while

But the longer you leave the bandage on

The harder it is to pull off

Better to leave it free

And let the rain keep me awake

I can’t sleep anyway

And I’ve got buckets and buckets of paper

