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BATH

Every night I bathe in words,

soaping my armpits with adverbs,

squeezing a loofah full of pronouns over my head, 

spritzing myself with vowels.

I love rubbing consonants over my chest, 

lathering up my privates in fricatives and diphthongs, 

rinsing off words like very and hopefully. 
Sometimes I dive into a vat of adjectives,

break for the surface euphuistically,

wriggling through adjuncts and ablatives, 

toweling off reluctantly,

already looking forward to the next bath.
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LIMERICKS

Pedicures! God, they’re effete!

Fiddling around with your feet.

If you can’t procure 

A good manicure,

This is the way to defeat.

I hope I’m not out of the loop

In worshipping Bacciagalupe.

And I’m in the habit

Of worshipping Abbott—

Hillary, Sidney, the group. 

A seaman who ate his clams raw

Was tempted to try something more.

Though not touchy-feely,

He fondled scungilli,

Unheard of in maritime law.

I used to think it was a crock

This blaming things on writer’s block

Till, nothing igniting, 

I’m forcing the writing

And everything comes out as schlock.
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