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Chronile Rh yme Dlsease
BY Wayne Visser

t swear | will not bow to vh Yme
(this timee)
For | must learn to let words flow
(Let go)
And not to drum with sonlic beat
(Like feet)
Or try to net the perfect mateh
(to cateh)

But now | see I've fatled once wore
(my flaw)

To scatter words Like falling leaves
(from trees)

nstend like hiccups n my chest
(no rest)
( search for words that sound the same

(this game)

They call it Chronic Rhywme Dlsease
(dow't tease!)
Or CRD L doctor-speak
('m weak!)
The tllness tsn't havd to spot
(it’s nott)
And Leaves the vietim quite distraught
(in short)

[ guess 'me one such hapless bard
(it's havd)
Still trapped within a cage of words
(Lilkee birdls)
A Lover of the Lilt of Lines
(like chimes)
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An addict of the rhyming mode
(this ode)
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