chipper gong

Lies on

Rye,

Truth

In

Ruth.

The sandwich

Lies

Swelled like

A

Sweet dream on

A

Fledgling’s front stoop .. 

Yes,

Of all the encounters

And

Enchanters,

The

Ones that stick

Are

The

Once that speak .. 

For sleeping

Can be

Right

If

Done

On

The

Good side of the clock .. 

Tick

Tock

The

Gong

Came home for lunch.

