The Dead Speak

Archeologists are legal grave

Robbers. The dead cannot sleep

Knowing their souls have been

Stolen, their bones displayed

Like Playboy bunnies to be

Ogled as if in a zoo of human

Remains. Mummies from pyramids,

Mouths open as if to swear at 

Those who steal their bodies,

Scream silently. At night when

The museum is closed and curators

Are at home plotting new exhibits

From China or Japan, Africa or

Central America, the pharaohs 

Speak to each other and one says,

An ice cream would be good 

About now.
