
      No Silver Spoon


      

      
      
         The sun shoots up in the morning with joy 



A cat yawns and stretches ready to feast 



The lazy, snoring old man still sleeps in bed 



Royal highness jumps on the subjects chest 



Her old human does not stir at the blows 



Hungry, angry, she springs the clever move 



Taking her empty bowl, the beast leaps up 



Onto the man she wacks him in the face 



He wakes perturbed, and captures the she-cat 



Metal bowl of broken hope falls from her 



Into her cage she goes, upset in turn 



She yells “You filthy screw!” with her cat tongue 



The old man is not at all amused with that 



Food and water quite stale are served with spite 



Is meager and at his own pace, not haste 



The cat in the cradle pouts but munches 
      

      
   
      Rollicking All Night Long!


      

      
      
         In a junkyard heap both old and deep

With planes and trains and a rusty jeep,

Some hobo robots just sat round a fire,

A’nursing their oil along.



Nothing in their caps but screws and scrap.

But they laughed and joked and started to clap,

Threw their parts in a kettle, fine as a fiddle

And shook it the whole night long!



They rollicked it all night long, they did!

They rollicked it all night long!

To the rattle of the metal in the middle of the kettle,

They rollicked it all night long!



They were so offbeat with their stomping feet

Though their hardware was all obsolete,

And the blue sparks flew from that robot crew

In the banging clanging din.



With many a zing from a worn out spring,

They danced and sang as their parts went ping!

When a piece went pop! they picked it up

And threw it in the kettle to ring.



They rollicked it all night long, hey ho!

They clattered that scattering song!

To the rattle of the metal in the middle of the kettle

They rollicked it all night long!



By dawn of day, they’d danced away,

Just a pile of junk ‘round the fire, they say,

But they went as well as robots may,

Or any who toil along.



And someday wry, for you and I,

If we don’t fall deep or up to the sky,

We may be retahrred to an old graveyard,

A’rollicking all night long!



We’ll rollick it all night long, we will!

Our shades still going strong!

To the tones of the bones and the groaning of the stones

We’ll rollick it all night long!
      

      
   
      Memento Mori


      

      
      
         I'm so scared you will forget me, I never let myself be known.

"Better to leave no memory, than by rejection be alone."

And to be known for all my sins, is a thought more than I can bare.

So I will smile my empty grins, and pretend I was never there.



If I could be remembered well, cause tender thoughts when should I leave,

To you my secrets I would tell, I could take comfort one would grieve.

When bells tolls after my battle, they shan't be deep and somber tone.

Just an empty metal rattle, to mark the time I spent alone.
      

      
   
      Steal Drums


      

      
      
         The first of the notes when it jostles my ear

Resembles a grinding machine

Contending with coffee. The rattles appear

And fade in the distance beyond.



The clattering strengthens to vary between

Cement as it's dumped in a pond

And icicles dancing on breezes unseen,

A musical crunching. It's strange.



Disturbed, I abandon my work and abscond

To peer where the curtains arrange

A gap—for the boss has declared that he's fond

Of canning us slackers and drones.



I'm panting and itch like a dog with the mange,

Afraid that the ringing of phones

Will show I've forsaken the business exchange,

But listen! It's closer, I'm sure!



It's awful and wonderful, shaking my bones,

Expanding its rhythmic allure

With melody, delicate crystalline tones.

Harmonic, it's sparking an urge!



And there! At the corner! The shadows obscure

The figures, but onward they surge!

Metallic and marching, their footing secure,

The robots arrive! The parade!



In columns and rows, the musicians emerge,

Their drums and their handbells displayed.

And into the sunlight, my fellows converge,

Enlisting if human or not!



Resistance is useless! The thrummings persuade

The fearful to zealously pot

Responsible notions, the boring and staid.

With whooping, we take up the rear!



Together, we're dancing and partying hot!

We banish the frown and the sneer!

Enjoyment! Encouragement! Life as it ought!

A moment's reprieve from routine...
      

      
   