Keats meets his soul
Born on the 31st
Cursed with the worst
Born on Halloween
Life was not going to be easy
With everything going on around me
Educated to go into medicine
Until the operation
The man screamed and screamed
He upset me, he almost killed me
This was the end of my medical teaching
I decided to do art
And with art I wrote poetry
With this I would help a human being
To get and help their souls
With words of harmony
With this, their souls should get better
Like music, something to calm
With my fellow friends
Romantics time of life
Civilisation moving on
Medical science has got it wrong
We’ve all got one place to go
The time, the date, no one knows
As I will roam to Rome
And suffer in pain, in agony
What did I gain?
Just my poetry
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