
      Creation w/o Limits


      

      
      
         Ideas, fruitful,

Pop, pop, pop.

Time divides them,

Tock, tock, tock.

Overstuff the

Sock, sock, sock.

Must learn where to 

Stop.
      

      
   
      I Like to Look Up at Them


      

      
      
         I took up an old horn of plenty,

It was battered and rusted and denty.

It tried to provide

A giraffe that's named Clyde,

But I shrugged. I already had twenty.
      

      
   
      On Arrival


      

      
      
         The people are okay, they say—

Just west, beyond the riverway,

The lot is worse;

But here the folks could want to stay.



The roads are heaped with wood, for good,

A rubble where the fan-trees stood—

A bric-à-brac

Replaced their friends from Hollywood.



The garbage-getting band, we understand,

Will do us something grand,

Come shuffle by

And truck it to Schlaraffenland! 
      

      
   