the clown with no teeth

Of all the 

Stolid looks

They glance in the elevator

Up and down

Throughout the day,

They look as though kindergarten

Was

Concocted of somethin’ wholly different

Than seals with smiles

And recess with swing sets.

Their stony gazes

And

Empty briefcases,

They look as though 

What’s inside and outside the

Wide swingin’ door

Is a fistful of caster oil.

For the tied shoe laces

And 

Talk of weekends by the shore,

The kids have to wonder.

For the birds napping

In the sky

And buttered popcorn

On a cold fall day

Next to a spray of vodka

I believe I have them figured,

I do.

They must be those toothless clowns I was

Always told about 

By my pops

Back in

’83.

