Bob Wash

It was

Time

For

The

Rumor to stop .. 

Misconcieved

From

The

Foot race

And

Spat upon

While standing

By 

The

Line of finishers in the foot race

Built

Up

As

Cobblestone in

A

Brick’s

Dream .. 

Laughing with

A

Folly,

Itching

With insurgence,

The

Rumors were going to end.

Yet,

It wasn’t seen to be as

That as the

Perpetrators

Went about with

Rubber sores and

Leaking

Scabs .. 

On and about with ears

Delighting in their

News

And

Stranger that would

Look away in humor

As what

Was being

Said 

Became satarized as

Angst .. 

Angst in colors

That

Wish on

A

Wash 

And

Bob with 

The

Roberts.

