 

Ode to the Penny under the couch
O, Penny trapped beneath the couch,

How did you get to that sorry location?

What ungrateful pocket has spit you out?

What unfaithful person has forgotten you?

 

You are like a lost puppy, 

Except you cannot move freely, 

And you are shiny,

And round.

 

But like that puppy you have lost your owner.

Now you are left alone

With no pocket to inhabit,

No pretty satin coin purse to rest in.

 

You used to have an owner,

You once were able to sleep on a bed of satin.

Bet even then you were alone,

A guppy in a sea of whales.

 

Fives and tens laughed at you,

Even nickels and dimes poked fun.

 

Is it better to sit

Alone

Beneath the couch,

Or to be scorned 

In the company of many?

 

Your former owner has forgotten you.

Even when you were not lost,

In this dark forest of dirt and dust,

Your owner didn't notice you.

 

You blended into the many others,

Some shinier,

Some rounder,

 

So what is there to do now?

But sit

And wait 

In this purgatory 

Where dust bunnies play,

And spiders weave there tapestries.

 

Wait 

for spring cleaning,

Or maybe moving day.

When you will be picked up by a mighty hand,

Welcomed back to your satiny abode,

And loved once again.

 

When the total comes to 

$10.01

You will once again serve a purpose.

But for now you must

 

Wait.

