Shells of Themselves:

A parody of me…and thee?

Shed shells exist.

Once filled with life and purpose

Now immobile, hollow, flat, eerie,

Jostled at the whim of waves, pull of the tide

Until inevitably, they drift

Into the abyss

“Just shells of themselves”,

The dopamine-dead who haunt the dopamine-down,

Progressively helpless: tremors, rigidity, disequilibrium, 

Dementia,

Pushed in wheelchairs by spouses, weary trying to look cheery, 

For better, for worse, forever.

Shells tumble and spin

With the ebb and flow of lunar rhyme and reason,

The lows and crescendos of Vivaldi’s seasons.

They hear my unspoken angst,

Commune with Neptune and return bearing

Whispers of wisdom I strain to hear, 

Soft solace for the dark night of the hardened soul

Dear doctors, don’t feel bad I’m sad.

Yes I know I have years of decline to enjoy…

Before I too am shed from my shell.

And true, I’d prefer to die, purely accidentally,

Before my well being becomes another’s well keeping.

Wouldn’t you?

So my soul is sad, damn it at times, depressed.

Fear not, my spirit breathes passion, fiery like a dragon,

To think, to love, to laugh, to write

And cough from my craw

This crab of self-righteous, self-pity.

Unlike a shed shell…
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