Christian Fit

A new bible, new room, writing again after so very long.  Looking at what I've written in the past scares the hell out of me.  The good stuff makes me afraid that I'll never produce such things again, and the bad makes me certain that I never could write, so why make a fool of myself by trying?

My insecurities are ruling my life.  Maybe a more Buddhist approach and a healthy amount of Xanax will help.

I'm not eating right, not sleeping right, not exercising, not organized, not getting along with my parents, not socializing. . .  the list goes on.  At least now I'm writing again.  That should be at least a start.

I need to get rid of all my excess junk.  So much clutter confuses me.  Simplicity is so much easier to deal with.

Wow!  What a rush.  It's like all kinds of junk has been stuck in my head, clamoring to get out.

I must remember my dreams, for they shall guide me through the future.

That's what I need . . .  A plan.  A goal.  Once I get these maybe I'll be able to derives a life from them.

Who are my friends.  And where?  And why aren't I keeping in touch?

What am I doing right?  Think positive.



A crazed Kayti-Kat




claws through her life



A saner one




tries to put things in order



A content one looks on,




smiles,




and curls up for a nap.



How does one




Begin a proper Haiku?





I wonder . . .



Such a strange day was today



The edges have begun to fray



I wander on



A hapless pawn

And long for Chardonay – Just kidding!

Yay!  poetry!!!  Not to be judged,





But merely to be . . .

'Bye, now.  Catch ya later.





Kayti XXIII

