The Recluse
I woke up with a plan this morning,
And it won't be a plan that anyone will understand.
I can now settle down and not bother anyone.
Everyday is a routine of the shops and ready meals,
But you need to know that I'm not a fool.
But when my mother gave birth to me,
She gave birth to a young reclusive man.
My temper may be in control but you have to understand,
That some folk may say that I don't know what I'm on about.
Sometimes it's hard, but you have to man up and take responsibility.
This time last week I wasn't like this.
Everyone wanted to know all about me,
They wanted to know about my week.
My days are now tedious.
The life of a recluse can be repetitive,
But this is the life for me.
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