Artichoke

Disrobing an artichoke,

Dipping the punk of each leaf

Into drawn butter

And mouthing its heart,

I melt into a puddle of profundity --

Of maudlin thought about Truth.

I see sly similarities between

Each leaf’s removal and a new

Insight about the human soul,

The unvagination of reality

From another illusion,

Smooth as a snake

Oozing from its skin, 

Toothpaste from its tube,

Or banana from a closing fist.

