
Thumper’s Mother Said



(for Mr. Hines)

At parties, the conversation drifts

Through rooms, sometimes billowy soft 

Like laundry fresh from a dryer,

But some pricks curiosity

With arrow-sharp accuracy

As if pulled from a quiver,

And I...

       I say nothing at all.

I hear of 

      alcoholics


sex


dandruff, desperation, poor taste

      ineptitude,


lies

And I...

       I say nothing at all,

       Though, sometimes I may agree

       Ashamedly with a nod or smile.

And, when the party disperses,

As all parties do,

And guests fade like memories of childhood,

They drive away and say,

“Well, he’s arrogant, don’t you think?”

And, if someone dares ask why,

They simply reply...

“Well, he said nothing at all.” 


