Nothing the Clown

Nothing --  It opens up wide,

like a clown's mouth.

Inside it is pure black,

no shadow, no gray,

like the pure blackness inside

a large keyhole.

The clown and I stand facing each other

deep in a very parched forest.

In the unmoving left hand held high, the

clown holds a gray metal wand,

like a king's scepter.

The clown's face is painted:

A big painted red smile reaches up to 

the ears; painted blue tears fall down

the white cheeks.

The clown's baggy yellow polka-dotted

costume begins flapping, in tandem with

the clown's orange hair, flapping

in the breeze about us.  Brown

leaves in the dry trees rustle, crackle, flutter.

The clown looks hard at the sound.

The leaves turn to dust and fall

through the breeze as brown powder.

The forest dissolves into rock.

The rising wind is hot.

The clown is now stone.

The clown's blue-painted tears

are now water flowing down

the clown's rock cheeks.

The orange hair is now moss and lichen.

It is a keyhole for which

I am becoming a gray metal key.

