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Count  Chocula

As you sat there,
spoon in fist

like a sniveling toddler, 
full of cactus thorns and cardboard caricatures-
I began to poke at your curious sense of comatose facial expressions.

Words slid from between my teeth

splaying across the open space

between us
puncturing your haughty-

high and mightily padded ego

and you started to choke on the ball-and-chain sisterly comments 

just as a serpent gags down a bony rodent.

I watched from what seemed far away,
not caring that a colorfully drawn grimace

morphed into a crooked smile 

then back 

as you tried to laugh and cry and speak and stay silent 

all at the same time.

I watched from what seemed far away,
realizing the vomit wouldn’t stop

and my sheets would have to be cleaned

by me.

The little pool of spit and chocolate and milk

drained away into my mattress 

and you whimpered,

“You made me laugh.  You made me laugh.”

