Casablanca

There’s a Benedictine monk and two

Grey Nuns playing the outfield for the



.

Yankees.  God won’t let them lose, the





robes of their orders have pinstripes






today and their gloves have glue.

When we ask for something it rarely

happens, God does not answer the selfish

so the Yankees lost and tomorrow the 

regular team will play again.

The subway can take you anywhere so

I  choose the train that takes me to the

middle of Casablanca where Ingrid

Bergman slaps me for landing on her

celluloid husband.

On the way home I am robbed three 

times.  First they take my money, and 

when they realize there wasn’t enough

for the subway, they give me a token 

so I can ride home.  

Riding the subway I doze and someone

steals my shoes.  Finally a bald man 

steals my hair and smiles as he throws 

the scissors out the window.

A street vendor sells me a hot dog and I

make headlines by launching it to the 

moon from Central Park.  On the return

flight it brings my over stuffed wallet to

the landing site.

Ingrid Bergman is there smiling. Her 

husband lurks behind a bush.

