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A moth laid its eggs in my armpit, and then it died

one day there’ll come a day / when the rain will not be wet / the avenue uneven / the
grass undry umbrellas

unbroken / the sky bent out of shape / a day when sand and surf have gone their separate
ways

/ the breeze unveiled its fine-tooth milk-teeth / and clouds have it all over fog for

puttin’
on a happy face

then everyone will / move into their very own phone booth / keep a puppy at the welcome
mat /

/ or a peacock / or a cat

and every fourteen days they’ll get a bag of coins / every fortnight a can of air freshener

/ have their hair cropped back just like a serving dish / don a pair of dark rimmed glasses

trench coats in winter / swimwear come summer / sandal size unspecified

/ their socks inclining toward an apple / green

someone calls up / someone else / and that someone
calls up yet another someone

/ and so it goes / from one someone to the next
until that last someone rings up / the first one / one day
there’ll come a day

he says / hey / and the first one too says / hey

he says /

last night / he says / a moth laid its eggs in my armpit
/ O / exclaims the first one

and then it died / he didn’t have a chance to add

/ as he hung up the phone / and left them hanging
high

when the Dragon Boat Festival (a.k.a. Poet’s Day) comes ‘round each year / they’ll all
trade phone booths

/ take their cat / their peacock / or their puppy /

and when they’ve finished going at it tooth and nail / they’ll all rub up against each other

/ and play a polonaise / with the ring tones on their phones

/ thus they’ll pass their one and only holiday of the year

who are you / she says

waterfall / he answers / listlessly

who are you / she says / beside herself / in a maze / mint / as she directs her question into
the phone

you know / water / falls

with a sound that cuts oft and clamps down / on the whole kit and caboodle

/ like a piano lid / a pot top / or a manhole cover / that kind
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/ he says / all over again
I love you / she says
he drowns her out / prestissimo con brio

in an airtight phone booth / made of glass / you feel as though you're sitting in a limo

/ absorbing the scenery and being absorbed in turn / as you're effortlessly carried on your
way

the conversation they fashion cascades like ticker tape / out of their mouths and into their
ear

/ canals and forms a little heap in the cockles of their hearts

one day there’ll come a day / when everyone’ll have exhausted every language there is /
repeated every puffed-up metaphor

to everyone they know

every tired turn of phrase / every long-winded grievance and expression of affection

that is when / they’ll / twist their phone cords into a corkscrew spiral

/ and in one fell swoop / flourish their scissors snip / snip / oft with their handsets!

that’s when they’ll get a Bloody Mary / and the lyrics to a thriving song
/ in a gesture of recognition they’ll savor forever

and the song will go like this

/ O / don’t you say a thing

/ O / don’t you have a fling

/ for when our fins take wing / we’ll make the rafters ring
/ so don’t you say / O / don’t you say a thing

and everyone will want to sing it

/ and when they’re done blurt 3 O&*O

/ i.e.,a single / barely audible / frig’'n!

with a tone like an olive / divinely / dirt-free

one day there’ll come a day

/ when every butterfly will be a lopsided carpenter’s square / every camel sport a hill
/ every bridge throw on an air of gloom more fearful than a viper

/ the ant will be mightier than the bullet / more powertul

then everyone will / move into their very own phone booth

/ and there they will converse in every discourse / like a high-speed / juicer

/ mouthing a wind chime’s hachoo
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