The World of Lost Pens 
by Forrest Stone 


In some unknown dimension 
In some uncharted zone 
Are hundreds of lost pens, son, 
I used to call my own 

I never use the final drop 
Of any ballpoint's ink 
I lose the things before I stop 
Recording what I think 

The only consolation 
To this strange circumstance 
Is that entire nations 
Must do this lost-pen dance 

And so beyond our system 
Beyond our moral ken 
Beyond worlds as we list 'em 
Must be a world of pens 

They populate pen regions 
They drive long, thin pen cars 
They battle in pen legions 
They're somewhere way past Mars 

If I could somehow go there 
This speech I would rehearse: 
"Help me find a pen I know there 
To finish up this verse."
