
The dog jumps the brown over his quips and foxing, they liaise; Ockham’s Razor.
The next day on Facebook’s ad blitzes: the jumpy brown, the quivering dog.
The dog feels unsympathizingly just having uncovered the quick of the brown—rust-colored like foxed-
lace.
The quick and lazy late-night monologues: a pixelized brown juggernaut juking all over a 
frocked dog.
The lukewarm pasteurized quiescence of the dog outfoxes the over-jaunty brown.
The president on Fox: lazy brown must quit over-reacting, stop judging the 
old dog, it’s a trick.
The fact remains that assuming that the sizable, low-IQ brown fuck was 
jumped, which we cannot prove, the dog, exonerated, only saw.
x: Here lies Brown so quietly—a mazy July, a flock of 
dogged plovers.
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The quick brown fox jumps over the lazy dog
Keith S. Wilson




