been said

Snippets

And clips,

They rush over

The hand of time 

Bouncing like marbles,

Asking

Questions that were

Decreed as 

“the never to be know”

in a child’s whisper.

Yes,

As the dulcimer flop

Of a young kid’s laugh wakes-up

Half a continent, 

Wild,

Mad fucking cheers

Come on out

As

A

Good thrust of the populace says,

“What will be disclosed and

what the fuck has been said?”

