
The cupboard

The cupboard sees through it’s lop eyes
It watches me dance my yoga

Through its mouth drawer it grumbles softly
A gentle chuckle emanates from its waxy planks

Its wonky drawers tickle me silly
Its bonkers haircut is a Christmas cactus

Altogether it reminds me of an owl looking down its beaky nose.
Wisdom is cracked into its wily features.

Through its simply being it tells us everything


