                      CONTEMPT


A glass of  water, a crust of bread.


Who do I think I am.


The priest will come, he will say some prayers.


Then the door will slam.


I have not cared much for myself


My lust for life is gone.


They do not believe I am innocent.


I am not, so carry on.


I tried to plead insanity


It was a fair attempt.


After all, what would you have done?


So what! It is just contempt.


Come on , have a sense of humor please.


You must see my position.


I am leaving without having any remorse.


And am giving no resistance. So carry on.

