who took the lock?

The world

Looking on

As

A

Panorama of life

Unfolds

Like a pair of dentures

In a 

Cup

Of

Salt water .. 

The only truth heard

In a day

Coming from the

Parsed lips of a small

Child

Waiting in 

The

Ice cream line

For

A

Porterhouse steak .. 

A lie

Coming from 

The

Suitcase of a man

You

Don’t see

Because

Invisible

Is

Oxygen in the clouds hanging high above .. 

The tub of cottage

Cheese

Emptied

With bits of white hanging 

To their dry

Shapes

Spelling,

‘come to me’

as the 

hungry fork

goes

what

the

week’s previous paycheck couldn’t

promise .. 

The sea urchin in a 

Striped bass’ 

Lair,

A

Turnip in the

Rutabaga’s

Famous harvest,

One guitar

String purposely twisted

Onto the neck

Of

The

Epileptics

Banjo,

A crowd of 

Mime’s acting out the day

As

The

Voice

Over the loud

Speaker’s

Says .. 

“WHO TOOK THE LOCK WHILE THE KEY WAS NAPPING?”

