The Age of Silk

So refined and exotic

Bright and smooth

Classy, Erotic

Images of small feet

And ancient bonsai 

Gentle sea breezes

Dark mysterious eyes

The Age of Cotton

The plantation in its glory

Slaves sing a spiritual

Freedom in its story

Fresh and clean

Starched and bright

Blowing on the wind

Carrying the light

The Age of Spandex

Tacky and cheap

Looks like the hooker

Turning on the creeps

Stretches tautly over

Fleshy thighs and jiggling guts

Trying to make them sexy

While looking disgusting
The Age of Polyester

I think it was bulletproof

In gaudy colors and designs

A designer’s joke or spoof

Accidentally caught on

Slacks and the pant suit

Oh God!  Mom not that one

I think I’m gonna puke

POEM TWO

The Age of Polyester

The miracle of the century

Durable and washable

Quick to make

A simple recipe of polymers

And a new fashion takes shape

The Age of Cotton

Simple and timeless

Unassuming and fresh

A line of beauty in every wash

Its full sails expanding in the sun.

The Age of Silk

It’s not American 

You just can’t trust a fabric 

That’s made by worms

And sold by the very people

Who brought you Pearl Harbour

The Age of Spandex

It’s still at the bottom of the heap

On a scale of one to ten

It rates about a minus 6

Unless you are using it to

Cover the bodies of young girls

Who will offer sex for a fee.

