leather straps

There’s always more

They say

As

The rocks roll past the boulders

And

Truth meets innocence

For a nip of tea.

There’s always more 

When it seems

The

Boat has lost its oars

And the banister is a clay column.

There is always more as the cars

Parked in defeat and

The morose sound of a muffled voice echoes down

An empty alley.

There is always more when 

The soup has reached an end and the

Lathe

Turns the

Wood into 

Leather straps.

