what if we really know nothing about celebrity 

and tom petty 

really did die

years ago and they

are covering it

up with an impersonator.

what if everyone knew

the inside trade secret

that cat stevens 

was a raging pedophiliac.

what if john lennon wasn't

quite as nice as everyone

boasts he was.

what if marriages are merely

fronts to keep photographers

away from their windows?

what if most of what we

see, read, divulge and 

ingest is like our government

officials, but dressed better,

able to sing better, and 

stocked with enough style to make us

forget?

what if we are indeed the fools

plucking dust from strangers

who happen to have a day job

every bit as important as us

because when the final curtain

slouches, it's not going to matter.

supermarket aisles wondering if

she's pregnant,

or why they broke it off,

as the kids of these parents roar

for attention,

while relatives in distant states

wonder if they will ever hear

from their sons and daughters again.
