the tape mouth 

on the telephone pole

moved its gray glob of 

tape towards my 

face in 

barely audible 

curiosity.

it looked like it 

was in trouble,

and didn't want its mouth

tethered to some errant 

pole and wanted someone

to come by and unlift 

each lip with care,

and take it somewhere.

and as i went by i 

peered into the dark brown

hole that was his 

tongue, meat mouth

and thought that 

some things are left 

better alone.

the next person 

behind me could try to decode

what the tape mouth 

was trying to say.

it's a good stick to 

be in for the mouth on the pole,

it could have just been a pair of ears

and no one would have been

able to hear that

like a mouth.
