Spoken
A marvellous, dissenting Muse, 

Ousted (and reclaimed) since Youth, 

Can it ameliorate the blues?

It’s not a thing, they let me use…

I contumaciously refuse.

I use it to unlock the lows

And I enthuse its secret truths, 

A marvellous, dissenting muse.

It’s got its end, it’s got its cues,
And nobody believes its proof.

It’s not a thing, they let me use.

A querulous, abstaining ruse.

How low it lies; how it belies; 

In smoothest groove, it lies ignored.

And, yet a truth! A woodland grove.

A marvellous, dissenting muse.

This unlit thought can light up truth.

“When sad; be sad”, News is news. 

Incredibly you’ll feel less ‘bad’

And don’t regret the quiet days you lose, 

(the days that are not in the news).

I’ll let me use?

Enter any mood

that’s true to you

And then it bites less back at you.

A marvellous, dissenting muse, 

Which finally, I chose to use.
Without excuse.
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