from her belch

A small girl wearing a 

Big pair of men’s Fruit of the Loom,

A portly man wearing a tight pair

Of Underoos,

Switching the 

Cocoa nut on the cusp of the rat race,

A gay man whistling to a naked woman

In a shower stall at the beach,

The absurdity of regular sequences,

The logo rhythm moving,

Beauty flew from her belch.

