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I woke up one morning to a change in décor,

Light bulbs and widgets were strewn on the floor.

I stared for a moment and somebody said,

“Einstein, you’re blackboard just fell on my head!” 

I went to the kitchen, and there saw someone.

He was wearing a name tag, ‘Thomas Edison’.

Then I saw Socrates staring at the stove.

I looked and saw socks making smoke colored rose.

It was a funhouse, a pigsty, a mess!

As Bach came and put it, quite infinesse.

Outside there was Mozart mowing the lawn,

Einstein beside me was building a bomb. 

I watched as da Vinci walked by holding paper -

He painted Houdini, the famous escaper.

Like a madman he painted, entirely focused.

The toaster exploded, but he didn’t notice.

Then Einstein’s creation leaped from the floor,

Like a vandal, destroyed every bit of décor.

From there I recall waking out on the deck.

Seems nothing had happened at all – I expect.

