Gray mouse crying in the cat's mouth

There's a gray mouse crying 

in the cat's mouth.

The old clock whirs and 

bongs the wrong hour again.

The metal hands fall off with a clank.

The circus dissolves - the glittery 

costumed animals slink away 

and are gone.  The sky closes up 

like a dark blue valise, and the click echoes.

(On the lam again, chased by the wolf of time.)

