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“CUT! LIGHTS!” yelled Maybe,
the director, as she stormed onto the stage,
Bizzie scurrying behind,
trying to put something

in her pocket.

Maybe always sforms. You remember.

Joe popped on the lights,
which griped and grumped above the stage.

“Stick to the script!” Maybe cried.
“Skip the trauma! No one hears a comma!
They’re punctuation! Points, not joints!
You see ’em when you read ’em!”




