
SANDBURG'S  L OCK 

"So  you ' r e  a  wr i t e r , "  he  s a id ,  <^ocA  ^  
d rawi n g  l ong  on  a  Came l ,  
wa i t i ng  f o r  h i s  s moke  t o  r i s e .  
" I  kne w a  wr i t e r  o n ce ,  s o r t  o f .  
A  p o e t  name  o f  Sandbu rg .  
Ca r l .  Yep !  Ca r l .  

I  wa s  t he  one  c r em a ted  o ld  Ca r l .  
S l i d  h i s  s l a ck  body  i n  t he  oven  
and  s l ammed  t he  doo r .  Bam!  

I  g o t  p roo f  o f  i t  a t  home  s ome w he re .  
Fe l l ow  work ing  w i th  me  s a i d  
he  wa s  so meb od y .  
Took  ou t  my  pocke tkn i f e  a nd  
whacked  t he  wh i t e  l ock  f rom h i s  f o r eh ead .  

Be t  you ' d  ge t  a  k i ck  ou t ' v e  t ha t ,  
s ee ing  t he  l ock  I  go t  som ewhere . "  

Bu t  I  t hough t  wr i t e r s  we re  
an  hono r e d  l o t ,  r emembered  f o r  t h e i r  a r t ,  
no t  a bunda n t  h a i r  and  t h in  app l ause .  
We  f i l l  t he  ho l e  i n  t he  un ive r s e  -
I  w a s  t o l d  t ha t  by  a  Dr .  Vo l ko f f .  
I s  t he  ho l e  bu t  a  ga sh  i n  t he  sky  
c r ea t ed  by  an  e t e r na l  m oon ,  
wa x i ng  and  wan i ng ,  una ided  by  u s  Sunda y  Gods  


