Thoreau

Once upon a midnight sleepless

Dream filled pastures still quite sheepless

I laid eyes upon a book which I had never read before

“Walden” was upon the cover

as I read I soon discovered

the book, it called me like a lover

telling me of nature’s lore.

Oh it told me of a glorious life which I could not ignore

The life I’d been created for

Society was stress and worry

I was always in a hurry

But I could get back to nature, live like all those men of yore

Thoreau’s words were words of genius

My transition could be seemless

Leave behind the whole obscene mess

Those I had been working for

I packed some books some paper and an axe and headed out my door

Towards the call of Walden’s lore

I drove a day into the wild

Feeling once more like a child

As I left behind the stress of life that had become a chore

Finally I found a place

A wooded hidden lonely space

Where none before had shown their face

Except in passing, I was sure

I leapt out and looked around excited for what was in store

More free than any man before!

I siphoned off what gas remained

And doused the car in what I’d drained

Then lit a match and tossed it boldly through the passenger side door

As the flames rose towards the ceiling

Of my car I felt a feeling

Soon upon the ground was kneeling

Kneeling on the forest floor

Raising my arms towards the heavens I let out an anguished roar

“What in the hell am I doing this for!”

Oh panic! Now my car was blazing

I tore my shirt with speed amazing

And began in vain to beat the flames which towards the heavens soared

Alas my shirt was fast consumed

So dazed by gas and rubber fumes

I used my pants which I assumed would quench the flames that hissed and roared

Soon stood I both burned and naked

Save for boxers which I wore

Only these and nothing more

Now I was alone, and stranded

And my stomach had been branded

By a red hot Nissan logo that adorned the right front door

Still determined to survive

I said “I’m lucky, I’m alive,

And in this place I’m sure I’ll thrive

It’s what I was created for”

Alas reality set in, I kicked and screamed and cried and swore.

And from “Thoreau” all pages tore.

Well, while this tantrum I was throwing

The flames were blazing still and growing

Soon I noticed fire flowing fast across the forest floor

So cursing Thoreau and his book

I gave my car one final look

And ran off looking for a nook where I could hide for several score

Hair still smoking, blackened, burned

I finally sat down tired and sore

And soon upon the ground I snored.

I woke up to the cries of strangers

Rather angry forest rangers

Who had come upon the blaze, my car, my book, my axe, and more

And as I’d lost my briefs en route

I stood there in my birthday suit

“A naked dirty hairy brute”

they wrote before they closed the door

on me as I lay handcuffed shamefaced in the ranger’s 4 x 4

wishing for those days of yore.

Though the fire I’d survived

Of all rights I was soon deprived

They thought I was a hippie nudist arsonist, so blame I bore

And really I cannot perceive

How any person would believe

That Thoreau’s “Walden” could relieve

a sane man of his mental store

But friends I beg you, flee this volume

Full of nature’s devilish lore

For I shall read it nevermore.

