the idea of a bad day job 

is just 

bad notion

to me at this

very moment in 

my life as i 

briefly recollect

the horror of 

having to face the

company life in a hell

hole day in and out

for a man that has the 

importance of spit on

a wandering girl's shoe sole,

but we have the bills that

accumulate,

voices that demand,

our past to rectify,

and so the wheels turn,

or they stop accordingly.

i ended my reign in hell

and if it was any indication

or consolation, i attained a 

rich theological lesson between

the chasm that creates heaven and 

hell and i'll be damned if i 

will wheel my own paid off car

to a shit joint stinking of rot

and ready to be chiseled with the

iron rag of purgatory.
