Brain Storm

My right brain has emerged

I told the world

or at least those who pretended to listen

I used to be analytical

I said

A planner, a manager, a quality afficianado

Now I write poems instead of analyzing reports

I take photographs instead of giving speeches

I play instead of work

But I think I’ve been kidding myself

About my right brain, that is

Because control is still my bottom line

Whether my old goals and objectives

Or my new stiffening body and brain

Photographers point their lens and shoot what they see

Poets let their minds meander and write as they think

Controllers know the end 

Before they’ve begun

I am afraid to let my mind run free

Because 

It might not come back

My left brain must concentrate

I tell myself

Or I might forget what I don’t remember

