
      Rigor Mortise


      

      
      
         Creating furniture involves a lot

Of necromancy, folks should realize.

A table won't remain upon its spot

Unless its spirit's anchored. Otherwise,



The dryad's ghost within can raise a fuss,

Demand revenge, and tear your home apart.

Procedures state that certain sorcerous

Materials be used. It's best to start



With nymphs from stones, the oreads and such,

To soothe the dryad, circle close around

Until they merge. Possessed by calmer touch,

Your table's legs should settle, safe and sound.



In tougher cases, blood's a perfect bribe.

For household hints, be sure to tap "subscribe."
      

      
   
      The Awkward Descent


      

      
      
         Clattering over the stairway bumps

The massive sofa comes. 

It smacks our legs and raises lumps

That no ice packs can numb.

Jammed halfway down, we know the worst,

With hope drained to the dregs:

While at the top, we should have first

Sawed off the wretched legs.
      

      
   
      If you can't toss it here, you won't toss it there


      

      
      
         By what strange ways have I arrived

To touch a thing a younger self

Saw fit to pack with earnest care, 

A book not placed upon a shelf

Since such a darkened yesteryear.

A book not loved nor referenced, 

But left to molder in a box, 

It gives not scent of well thumbed page

But brings the mind to moldy socks. 

He now is me, I can't be he, 

By any effort still sincere.

But if he would not toss it then, 

I surely cannot toss it here.
      

      
   