Not Every TV Show Is Local

It was the first night Mrs. Loomis

Had cable hooked up to the TV

And she surfed the channels 

Clicking each station from two 

To ninety-nine. At seventy-six

She spotted a rainbow of twisted

Lines, but could not make out

A blue face trying to make like

Frank Sinatra croon what sounded

like Strangers In The Night. Although

Mrs. Loomis recognized the tune,

She couldn’t understand the language.

At first she guessed Russian, then

Greek, Hebrew, Lithuanian or perhaps

Swahili or Afrikaans and she 

Attributed the blue face to the twisted

Cable reception, but then it cleared

For an instant and the blue face was

On a body that could best be described

As a bowling pin with arms and legs

And when the song ended there was a

News break from no place on Earth

Mrs. Loomis had ever heard of. She

Took a couple sleeping pills and had

A full color dream about the green sky

And red water she had seen during the

Weather report.

