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POEM 

the elephant caught in the well 

one foot or leg plunged into 

in the field they'd gone to set the tent up 

figuring it was safe 

pole in his trunk 

ass upended 

how many pounds of elephant ass & hole 

leg intact when they hoisted him out 

trumpeting his panic 

ladies & gentlemen in our centre ring 

the amzing saint and performing feats of sleight of hand 

the gambler the damned one who can't tell his ass from a hole in the 

ground & 

ladies & gentlemen 

it's so nice to see you here 

inside these poems 

you make the lonely hours far less lonely 

if you dance along 




