
Buried Alive by You 
 
Stuffed foxes and boxes 
There’s never enough 
 
Sunglasses are bashed in  
thirty odd socks 
 
It’s true Mrs Marcos  
Could cover her toes 
But how many cookbooks did she have to show? 
 
Amber filled vases 
CDs in cases 
Steel cans with old food  
fill up the basement  
 
Rooms 
Oh so crammed  
even the mouse must stand  
 
and still 
  
Rugs cover floors 
Glasses in vases 
Don’t open that door! 
It’ll fall in our faces. 
 
My wife, the hunter, collector, perfecter 
 
Bury me in your laughter and all of your matter 
Cover me in love  
today and here after 
 


