I’ve lost my head - I think
I’ve lost my head.

I swear it was here a minute ago.

What was I doing?
I might have made a mold

Was it of my head?

I think it was.

Oh dear.

My head is in a plaster brick.

I hope this works.
Or I’ll never hear the end of it.

I sit

Contemplating the brick I have created.

I wish to make a mould

Of a carving of mine

Which is now inside this plaster cube?

I hope so.

Though unless you had watched me, 

You could never tell, 

There was anything in there.

