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If you take a paint tin
you can flatten it and
then recycle. Just how
many tenses are there
or ways to skin a cat?

How quickly imagination 
becomes autobiography,
the supernatural soon
accepted and turned 
into daytime TV.

Who keeps a check on 
the deep end and why?
I am not of this world,
go in and out of fashion
from one year to the next

as waving girls pass by, 
become older and older,
then finally departed.
In the beginning was
the end I'd forgotten

for a time, but not any
more. Do you understand
the words? Do you know
that I have my own way 
to burn away mind's fog?

The world's smudged edges 
are charming but coffee 
makes the day smell better 
and high-level sun keeps 
the world warm and dry.
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