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Pencil sharpenings, scattered to the floor,

Money in notes, there is no more.

A lost pen, dripping with ink,

On a football card, not daring to blink.

An i-phone too, new, but used,

With no batteries, with no fuse.

An elastic band, piled under junk,

Its twang was lost, instead went crunch.

There homework lies, still unwritten,

In the outside pocket, it is filled.

A battered tennis ball, from yellow to green,

But with everything else, never to be seen.

Also lies a note, unread,

“Only fate can tell” he says.

By Adam
