
Life, of a sitcom,

A beginning, a middle,

A sad goodbye. Hmmm!
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    Diane and Michael, college buddies, semper, semper, standing by my side.

      

    

Wasting, killing time.

Frowned upon adolescence.

Joyous memories.
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Wasting or Killing Time
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The following is a collection of thoughts and what I would like to call poetry. The premise is that when we are growing up, the essential, caring people in our lives worry that we may be too frivolous with our time and wasting it. I contend that those wasted moments in youth and adolescence are the ones we remember and cherish. 

I am also very agitated with the speed of technology and our dependency on it. 

Wasting or Killing Time.

Invisible to resumes and obituaries,

Important sentiments, harbored in a secret environment,

Fear of misinterpretation.

Sacred, cherished, cradled recollections,

The then

When...

In youth,

Long lost moments,

Clinging icicles, soft skin, melting with time,

Thawed,

Chilling wisdom, howling blizzards,

From teachers and those whom I loved.

Now,

Vaporized frosted breath,

Continue wandering, echoing, pulsating,

The spaces of memories nebula.

Chimed “Johnny...You’re going to waste your life!”

“You’re wasting your time!”

Engaging in non-productive activities (having fun).

Moments, not attempting to build

“A successful future!”

Psychological phrases of entrapment.

A mouse trap, guidance given

With the competence of a drink-blind barber.

With every, sincere, effort

Trying to bolt, place an eternal lock

On my revered, prolonged toy chest.

Wasting time, killing it,

Procrastination’s best bud,

Slowing down momentum’s undefined trajectory.

It’s Peter Pan’s happy place.

Wasting time,

Non-essential moments in life.

It is an addiction,

Drawn to it,

Setting aside your predetermined GPS,

Re-calculate a side trip.

Doing nothing is an art!

(Let me repeat that, in case you started to wander off.)

Doing nothing is an art!

How it’s done becomes our secret closest friend.

All the education and hours working

Becomes a blurred, impressionistic, cubist tapestry.

Punctuated with vivid scenes,

Oases. Memories that are cherished and clear.

The ones we hold dear,

Moments and times considered to be wasteful energy,

Happy moments are at the forefront of our memories. 

Many arrive unplanned.

Sometimes, I can feel the 60’s and 70’s.

Unheralded, absent, past moments manifest,

Memorable apparitions, 

Triggered by odors, sights, sounds, tastes.

Fleetingly, smelling, tasting, hearing, 

Closing my eyes, seeing them.

Never able to touch them.

Time that was considered wasted

The chart, the coordinates,

Bring back smiles.

These fragmented but vivid

Thoughts and memories.

Develops into a pleasurable anxiety.

Thinking of the past, lonely traveler,

An emotional gyroscope of happiness

Sadness and longing for the way it was.

Times were simple,

Our parents would say their times were simple.

As well as our children, theirs.

Sentimental longing for wasted time.

Yeah, that activity with yourself,

And friends.

Hanging out, just chilling.

No hustle, bustle, or worries.

No need to do anything.

Hang on a corner,

Play half-ball or cards.

A small shed called “The Club.”

Or a cockroach-infested apartment,

Skipping classes,

Skipping time, getting buzzed, drinking beer.

Listening to music.

Noting a penny or nickel taped to

The stylus cartridge on the arm of the turntable,

Improving the vinyl’s sound.

Collecting roaches of another kind,

To be sacrificed with heated knives,

Exploding into a pyroclastic flow,

Up the nose, to the brain!

The smile, the music

Talking.

The euphoria of wasting time!

The memories.

Ice cream, brownies, potato chips.

Calories, cholesterol, sodium!

All warnings, anti-Bacchanalian propaganda!

Just listening to a stopwatch loudly tracking time. 

Just not caring.

These are the moments, the oases.

Meaningless yet meaningful.

The ones most pleasurably remembered.

Joy!

This world of bits and bytes,

Gnaws my soul,

Revolves this digital planet a little faster,

Much too fast!

Return to slower times.

Smiling to times that were wasted.

A pleasure with my friends,

Who now kill time 

By thinking or talking

About time that was wasted.

God, stamp it!

Wasting, killing time in youth

Is the Gold Standard

Marking the best times of our life!

Ah, wasted time!

Like writing this poem? 😊
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The Club.

The Apartment.
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Seldom, or better, do I try not to use the word hate. It loses its meaning if used too often. Hate should be so powerfully negative that nothing is greater or lesser. Dislike leaves room for improvement.

I once said that I was “Moving faster than the speed of thought.” Now, it seems that technology is moving faster than the speed it’s taught. Technology changes daily. I can’t keep up. The time you save is lost with its changes. Time is all we have. Who needs the frustration of the condescending, arrogant, impatient, youthful eyes judging, shaking their heads as we fumble towards the end game?  I say this with no malice that their day will sadly come. 

There was a time when I was cutting edge; now, I’m seen as an incompetent cheese spreader. Yeah, stay in the now and get programmed into some simulation.  What’s wrong with the past? Today, there is no past, no future, only a now stuck in the face of a phone or computer screen.

A few things have made me unhappy, almost a bit angry. We were convinced that vinyl was dead. Then I’m told CDs are dead. We are convinced that digital quality lacks warmth and does not offer the same experience as vinyl. The capitalistic pigs bring back vinyl at exorbitant prices.

While I’m on a bitch roll, please tell me what planet customer service is coming from on phones and now our tech devices.

These automatic constant phone updates, WTF!

Passwords, passwords, another WTF moment. They're not strong enough! Yeah, make it so you can’t remember it. Don’t make and sell technology if you cannot protect its users! Is that so hard?

Robocalls? What gives people the right to hound you with incessant calls?  We give businesses the right to use our information. Why?  What the fuck is wrong with our government to allow this.

We used to play punch ball in Saint Mary’s schoolyard, and at times, the ball would leave the park and roll out into the gutter of busy Bennington Street and down a sewer.  In sight
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