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part
polymorphonuclear (having the nucleus complexly lobed)
clock

cobweb   reminiscence  booby  steelwork  rose  lisp  bubonic plague twit  

Just Cogitating




The polymorphonuclear  part of me

will not let me, “Keep it simple, Sadie.”

The hours of reminiscence line the corners 

of my inner room like creeping cobwebs.
The clock moves forward killing hours, lives,
as did the bubonic plague in its remorseless raid 
across the twit and bustle of humanity— 

tearing it down like a loosely-woven cloth—
even as the steelwork of cities is demolished

in a nuclear blast—like my mind at work.

Suddenly brought forth from my booby-trapped 
state of cogitation, a lispy voice

says, “Gramma, here is a rose from Daddy.”

My son, my grandson, my heritage…
Later, as the reverie creeps in, with that rose,

 I dust the cobwebs from my inner room. 
