The not-rhinoceros
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Associations – just associations – no big deal. just like somebody gives you a note and you pass it on through.  The lion is not pawing outside the back window.  The red hen is not in her nest.

Even if weasels wore headlights to see more in the dark, and even if we got more often where we say we are gong, still, night falls without hesitation, without error, without fail.
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Every night the late point comes when my eyelids grow so heavy that I put the book aside, fall slowly onto the bed, get under the warm covers, and, for the night at least, expire.

There’s no hope in words (the time ticks on without a hitch), years  stacking like old soup cans in the cupboard.  The ducks quack and paddle. There’s hope in words, though there’s no hope at all.
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Fish talk fast, bubbles floating up, while Octopi gather stones of beauty, which they drag back and array in their doorways at home.  “Pish-tosh” says the clown doll.  “Pish-tosh back” says the whale.

A big fleshy nose emerges pointing straight up from our writing room floor.  People are writing energetically.  They ignore the growing nose.  It is now three feet high and has black nostril hair.
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The nose grows up to five feet, begins loudly to breathe in.  The high pitched vacuum sound grows to fill the room.  The writers write on, not looking up.  The translucent white clock on the dark oak table 

shudders, slides noisily across the table toward the huge sucking nostril, flies up through the air, and SMACKs into the left nostril and disappears.  The nose stops vacuuming and shrivels up and is gone.
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Words disguise themselves as succulent red tomatoes, as red nipples, as green-filled afternoons in yellow-white sun.  Fluttering deer wings. Bhopal and Kesterson.  Kyoto abandoned.  As daisies.

Marmaduke rhumbas.  Sylvia freezes, thinking:  Life lasts a minute and twelve seconds.  Garbage men in black suits slam the can lids.  Birds in the trees wear silk ties.  They warble: “Havana moon.”
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About 26,000 days.  Time enough?  Dark blue night crackling bonfire at the beach, waves rolling to beach foam.  Flame images rise, then turn, blacken crisp, and begin to float in the smoke.  The 

universe, disguised as a huge rhinoceros, 

looks down its long gray warty nose and burps.  

“Well, it’s a start,” it thinks.

