Flora in abundance!

My mouth - your cornucopia in reverse.

I feed you!

Feculence is my thanks. 

Out in the world of ideas

it’s the march of the minty nostrums!

They spill forth from the horns of every counter.

We all gotta eat.

You’ve ended up in the right container

during the right era  

in the land of purple mountains and yellow moons.

Rest assured I won’t be drinking Flavor-aid

and you’ll be spared the propellant tang of barium; 

I don’t want it to end. 

It’s true - things on Wall Street have their ups and downs. 

Public arguments are still wounding pride,

and if I’m sad I’m might not go outside for days.

There’s an indignity that follows every need –

(explosions tend to rend and flay) 

Thus our prophylactics for ideas of decay.

It’s called wine and booze and whatever other shit

we could ingest – but for the record – whate’er I pit

against my fear I’ll do so orally.

You’ll get a taste – so nothing goes to waste.  

You’re beyond reason – you cannot read 

So I won’t plead with you to leave 

like rats abandon a sinking ship.

There’s peace and silence then. 

A quiet repose before the final exhalation

The puff of air that precedes her final destination.

