the truth
twinkles 
like fairy dust on the horizon 
crawls

past your sneakers with composite eyes that never shut
smells

better than cheese with blue wires shoved through it
bears

pigment smeared by a clumsy fist holding a grey marker


tumbles
with apparent abandon in the company of vegas fruits
plays

bridge with a dusty savior, a wino in sandals, and a deposed king
counts

cards playing blackjack with the slack-jaws  

gathers

light in exuberantly long and graying eyebrows

plows

chrome fenders into the unsuspecting crowd

switches 
channels in search of something solid to stand behind
claims

warm-weather-skating as its favorite sport

holds

its partner tightly at the last dance of every prom
admits

a deep respect for magazines and pharmaceuticals

recalls

with fondness the sepia photo and the phosphor flash

engages
in intercourse with your sister while yelling out your name

envisions
a world of lego and construction paper

puts

salt on everything

survived
for six months on pocket lint pebbles and poems
denies

the creaking bookshelf to declare itself genius de novo
aches

every morning before coffee

climbs

aboard the tortoise slips it a valium and then cracks the whip
licks

the mirror every chance it gets

covets

bangles for bare forefingers and earlobes

stuffs

one down its pants holds out another for the blouse

growls

at ragged edges of the penumbra 
finds

it difficult to keep off the extra pounds
purports
to stand tall

stammers
when asked the name of its favorite font

understands
the sky so well it carries an open umbrella regardless of weather
writes

letters to the op-ed section on a daily basis
speculates
which side you are on

scribbles
copiously and never edits

hides

nothing up its sleeve

elicits

the capital ‘T’ from tyros and fools

knows

it has 1000 faces and will never be named
remembers
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