NicoLe MarkoTI¢ / Shelled

A crow flaps four times over the Illingworth Kerr. Then a dog’s yelp. Frequently, 15
times 14 equals ESL lessons in her basement. Dionysus trumps Capricorn. True datum.
Farmers forever fantasizing over crop circle forensics. Conchology, but with a lemon.
Lastly, lastly, can’t a peon march in tune with the pity parade? Vestiges of caramel juice,
mint on your forehead. Fingerprint under your chin, no under. But I wanted to want,
and that’s why this train ride has multiple shell games. Driven by ferroequinology,
forsooth! Please be careful when it comes time to unpack the vocabulary. Egg shell;
sea shells; hell’s bells. You know, box o'wit isn’t always the only answer. Lit radio may
correct, but I can hurl two stones farther than a straight line. Way. Or absolve the
semi-colon; boxed in with the shock of locomotive. Farther than back there.
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