
Writer’s Block 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

I have nothing good to write about 
Nothing good to say 

Most people call it writer’s block 
It happens every day 

 
It aggravates me constantly 

The words don’t come to mind 
It’s kind of like my pen is mute 

Or deaf, or dumb, or blind 
 

I put my pen to paper 
I try to write a poem 

But my brain is stuck in neutral 
Just kinda sits and roams 

 
Maybe I should just sit down 

And say, “this rhyming ain’t for me” 
Maybe then I can truly write 

But probably not 
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