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Spoon: Ageless, I am round a s  the moon, 
a s i lver breast, comi ng to you in mystery 
push ing my metal i nto your soft infant  mouth. 

Fork: I am the stiff f ingers of a thumbless hand, 
nails all po i nt ing the same d i rection. 
I seem dogmatic, but have often bent 
to the will of a hot f ist. 

Kn i fe: H ard phal l i c  symbol, I am the real power. 
My grated edge wi l l  cut whatever 
it is you love to devou r. 
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