Slightly off the wall

Sometimes in my head 

I’m still in my bed

The kids have been fed

But the day I do dread

What day is it anyway?

I need a constant display

Or I’ll forget

Were not in June yet

Before my kids are off to school

With me in my shorts just like a fool

Still the middle of winter

But my minds just a splinter

They say their daddies weird

But they are just a feared

Of catching this disease called depression

With a psychotic inflection

They’ll learn the bitter lesson 

That life’s an obsession

For money and possession

Me, I’m trying to stay sane

By not taking all the blame

Kids are bliss

But still you miss

Your life before

You opened the door

To the depths of your mind

I’m still trying to find

The answer to the riddle

Of what life is all about

Then I can scream and shout

I’m not mad at all 

I’m just slightly off the wall.
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