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Have you ever looked at me?  

I mean, really looked. Hard.  

Studied my every angle, precise point, smooth yellow?  

No? I'm not surprised. 

 

Who else can be your tool / weapon but me?  

I am the unlikely bridge,  

( wooden, with cracks )  

that connects you to your writing.  

 

To me, creation is no big feat.  

I do and undo it all the time,  

without the need for faith or hatred.  

Do. Undo.  

 

I am the fickle spirit of the written word,  

Your two-faced best friend. 

 

Wanna really hurt somebody? I'm your scapegoat,  

ready to slander the innocent.  

 

Wanna really inspire somebody?  

I'm your apprentice.  

Write it down. 

 

I can be your portable righteousness  

or your pocket-sized evil.  

 

I can create. I can destroy.  

 

I can't do it without your help.  

I am nothing on my own.  

 

No will, no heart, to write.  

 

I need your gentle touch,  

your guiding caress,  

to work my magic.  

 

So grasp me, and let's begin … 
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