Caged Nonsense

By Albert Stimson

(though I almost wish it weren’t!)

caged, 

jigs he ought naught to try

other than the one,

that looks like magic toys forever spun

on u65 to fan out in a line 

jagg’d five times across page 9 

jigs by jinns in joy rex he expresses 

highway 96 by lout picked up 

vonks his horn in yard where parked 

fair celiah by the gravehive 

i9 bugged room c5 to see a few hags 

dot eyes on romance novels with fucking joy 

hoi, but I dab my eyes in silence, 

rest 5 days limp 

9 days maybe I tutor 

Programming a 64 empowers junior.  

by caged day be men entrapped

oh extend my luck to mean no pi today 

I escape infinity of work with math 

gave keyboards a hug 

and left your banjo on. 

