Blocked. 

The church key clinks on glass

scuttles tight to the clawed aluminum lid

and with a quick jerk the cap,

like a coin with two faces,

turns end over end 

to clatter on scarred and yellowing linoleum.

Bubbles shoulder past each other

rising to a solid head.

If only the words would come as forcefully into my own

instead  of writhing and struggling,

out of the boggy pit of my sluggish mind,

trailing noxious drivel 

as they crawl and slither across the page

pushed and cajoled by the gremlins of sleep

who  have lined up to scrabble at my eyelids

and draw them close over vein splotched orbs.

.

The sound careens off the walls of my skull,

That horrid popping stutter as yet another page

rips itself free of my notebook

and crackles into a meaningless wad

So unlike the soft crumple of a paper bag

bunching down the amber glass bottle.

Why cannot the words slosh from my pen

 with such delight and life 

the way this golden yeasty nectar spills 

warmth and comfort

into the clear bell of my glass?

