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A Poem
by Charley Adams

Copy cat killers face flat

On the floor
Chalk line circles corpse's circumference -

Thighs, hips, lips, legs,

Toes show up

Tagged

Trading words for dollars

Riding beggars without wishes

leaving all the dirty dishes

There's a copy cat

Who switches

Trades in his coal

For switches

And gives up poetry for sales.


