
Ode to a Tiny Bladder 
 

Hello darkness my old foe. 
My toes fear you, but I gotta go! 
Bladder’s squeezin’ 
Lungs are wheezin’ 
Clear the way, 
Or get caught in spray! 
 
This 3 a.m. is getting old. 
My tiny bladder won’t do what it’s told. 
I follow the rules all the time 
There’s no drinking after 9. 
No soda, no coffee, no water, no tea, 
My bladder is just too tiny. 
 
I wish it could hold a gallon or two 
But I’m stuck with a tiny one  
So, what can I do?   
Down on the porcelain is where I park,  
It’s too hard to aim in the dark. 
 
Finish the deed  
And now that I’ve peed 
Walk back to my bed 
To toss and turn until dawn turns red. 
 
Curse you bladder! 
I think you are wrong 
To torment me so. 
 
Why can’t you just grow?   
 
 
 


