
A Poem by Rod Farmer 

 
 
Bad Karma 

 

I’m a skeptic but if karma 

does exist my bad karma 

is chasing its own tail, 

at some point time will 

blow me away to where  

everything comes from, 

meanwhile a strong wind 

has found an unlatched 

open barn door and will 

beat it up all night, 

shred it if I do not 

march out into twenty 

below zero weather 

and save an old door, 

I’m busy living I do not 

have time to let time  

blow me away. 
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