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Giraffe

 


Short-horned colossus

It's perfectly obvious.

You're one part spindly
legs,

Nine parts esophagus.

 


Lightning Bugs

 


In my backyard

They burn peepholes in the
night

And take snapshots of my
house.

 


Law of Pie

 


In the Bible Belt, there is the law of
pie.

If you caught drunk driving in the
Bible Belt,

you've got to recite Bible
verses

and you can't eat pie for two
weeks.

If you rob a bank, and kill two
tellers,

you can't eat pie for six
years.

If you cheat on your taxes you can't
have pie

for six months. And if you and your
wife fuss

and fight over nothing, like who shot
the dog.

You stop making love.

One of you uglier than the
other.

Here's some pie. You need
it.

 


If you go to church

you deserve a piece of pie.

If you dressed up nice

and your shoes is shined, you get
pie.

But if you don't pray or read your
Bible,

if you use the Lord's name in
vain,

if you womanizing, drunk,
gambling,

cussing, you ain't getting no pie.
Don't even ask.

 


Everything in the Bible Belt are
governed by pie.

We got the law of pie.

If you caught drunk driving in the
Bible Belt,

you got to recite Bible
verses

and you can't eat pie for two
weeks.

Not a single bite. If you rob a
bank,

and shoot two tellers, you can't eat
pie for six years.

If you cheat on your taxes

you can't have pie for six
months.

And if you and your wife
fuss

and fight over nothing, like who shot
the dog.

You stop making love.

One of you acting and talking uglier
than the other.

Here's some pie. You need
it.

 


If you go to church you deserve a piece
of pie.

If you dressed up nice

and your shoes is shined, you get
pie.

You do a good deed, like help an old
lady

cross the street, or open the
door

for someone carrying grocery bags,
here's a pie.

Help yourself. You deserve
it.

You are pie-certified.

If you jump in the lake

and save a child from
drowning

you get free pie from every
restaurant.

If you shoot a grizzly bear about to
eat somebody,

you have won yourself a pie.

 


The bakery down on West State
Street

has a sign in the window that
says,

"Free Pie To Anybody Who Sings A
Hymn."

They got a line down there a
mile-long.

People stand outside the
bakery,

hoping nobody runs out of
pie

before they can walk in a sing a gospel
song.

Yesterday it was blueberry, tomorrow
it's apple,

and don't you know the whole

Southeast is excited about
it.

 


If you can pray real good,

I mean really pray like Billy
Bible,

that famous child evangelist

who everybody loves,

you will receive more pies than you can
eat.

More pies than it's humanly possible to
consume.

 


But if you don't pray or read your
Bible,

if you use the Lord's name in
vain,

if you womanizing, drunk,
gambling,

cussing, you ain't getting no
pie.

Don't even ask. Don't whine about
it.

Don't smack your lips

and point at your open mouth

and rub your stomach.

You ain't getting no pie no how no
time.

The Law of Pie was enacted in
1934,

by the then governor of
Tennessee,

Hoyt Sallerby, of Bristol,
Tennessee.

He had a vision that if society was
governed

by who was allowed to eat
pie,

punishing undesirable behavior by
denying people

the right to eat pie, we could arrive a
state of utopia.

 


And that's what has
happened.

We want to eat pie so bad that we have
changed.

Criminals who have robbed
banks

would not think of doing it
again.

Because they have paid the
price.

Anyone who sells illegal drugs cannot
have pie.

Can't buy a pie. Their lips will never
touch

a lemon meringue or apple or
cherry

or pecan or pumpkin pie.

Same goes for pickpockets,

embezzlers, kidnappers,
rapists,

burglars and arsonists.

 


Failure to pay your rent or utility
bills

in the state of Tennessee

will get you on the No Pie
List.

Use profanity and you go
right

to the top of the list.

And if you smoke or drink too
much

or gamble or get into a
brawl

at the local pub, your pie
privileges

will be suspended
indefinitely.

If you get caught speeding in your
car,

if you run a stop sign, if you
tailgate

or use your cell-phone while
driving,

what do you think will
happen?

That's right. No pie.

 


Of course, for good god-fearing
people,

the Law of Pie is easy as
pie.

But there are those who can't find
it

within themselves to obey the
law.

And for them, the Law of Pie is
tyrannical,

unforgiving and all
encompassing.

It's one dessert that governs
us,

teaches us how to live

within the Law of Pie.

 


For them that live outside

the Law of Pie, you'll know

them because they will be
sickly

and scrawny. Not eating pie

robs the body of nutrients and
minerals.

Let this be a warning to
renegades

and ill-mannered folks.

Pie has spoken.

 


Le Trough

 


Avez-vous turnip greens? You
got?

Roast chicken gizzards smothered with
truffles?

We hungry, eat a horse raw in french
sauce or not.

It the grand opening at Le Trough, one
them fancy

restaurant chains

specializing in southern
dishes

fixed in the traditional french
style.

 


It gall-dang, gosh-darn, mighty
powerful,

lip-smackin finger-licking
good.

Union of the haute cuisine of two great
countries.

Le Trough is French-Dixie. Exquisite
and rare entrees—

polecat a la normande, porkchop sur le
plat,

pickled ham aux fines herbes,
cauliflower cake,

skunk Newburg, dandelion au
gratin,

tadpole flamed in brandy, turkey
giblet

aux duselles or just plain meatballs
des nouilles?

 


Avez vous, hamhocks, sil vous
plait?

Some fried clam omelet, plate of
scratch biscuits,

bowl of gravy, a whole bunch of Charles
DeGaulle corndogs,

trois juicy Johnny Jumbo burgers with a
heapin' tall

side order of Giant Jacks onion rings,
tout de suite.

 


Mess of Bobo pie, fried green
tomatoes

swimming in blue cow-tail
cheese.

Give me a helping of them sour cream
fritters?

Glazed ham. A bag of them tasty Davy
Crocket barbecue

des pommes frites, and I'll wash it all
down with a glass

of Snake Eyes beer.

 


At breakfast, a bowl of Colonel Quacks
rice cereal,

the breakfast of good ol boys. Two
dozen frozen Fat N Fancy cinnamon rolls,

three scrambled eggs, a side of Smoky
Mountain grits,

six pork sausages, two stacks of
flapjacks

and a pot of Robert E. Lee
coffee,

the preferred hot beverage of the
confederate army,

endorsed by Robert E.
himself

and 'still the best dang stuff that
ever wuz'.

 


Le Trough is buzzing with hungry
southern people.

The butter and egg kind of folks who
don't count calories

or fat content. They love to eat up a
storm.

Pretty much you can count on their
appetites being large.

You taste them stompers, a kind of
meatloaf made from squirrel,

blended with cornmeal and whiskey,
fried on a grill

and served between two slices of
cornbread.

 


Appetizers at Le Trough include acorn
cookies,

owl crackers, sweet tweeties and nutty
pops,

and down the line on a highly
successful array

of snack foods from Big Belly
enterprises,

which include Frosty Finger candy
bars,

Boo-Hoo crackers, (the cracker so good
it makes you cry)

and Mystery mints and Fink
gumballs

and Juicy juice, a carbonated
beverage,

and a chocolate drink called Muddy
Moo.

 


Delightful and exotic southern
delicacies

as squirrel pate, turnip de frois
gras,

Grandma Huddles tangy chicken
wings

simmered in moonshine sauce, apple
oil,

goober peas, bubble gum, honeysuckle
soup,

pecan pie with a crispy
mooncrust,

rabbit bouillon cubes, dandelion
mustard,

Daniel Boone baked beans, Jimmy Dean
greens

and Elvis Presley
fishsticks.

 




Not to mention, Big Foot peanut
butter,

crunchy and smooth.

 


And don't forget the puree de grits de
terre,

Dixie pommes in robe des
champs,

plateau de pork sausages, cuisses de
grenouilles,

specialite du chef possum souffli,
cabbage ratatouille,

chicken gizzard au pistou, sur commande
pigfeet,

varmint vol-au-vent, salamander supreme
and beaver bordelaise.

Southern cuisine kicking up
southern-style dishes---

cornbread muffins, green bean
casserole, hickory nut pie,

fried chitlins in brown sauce, rabbit
gizzards

swimming in buttermilk, possum belly
rice,

roast duck, poached carp and chicken
neck stew.

 


In the giftshop, grab a bag of
Appalachian Trail mix,

which comes in two flavors. Mild and
wild.

The milds has gooseberries, pecans and
beef jerky in it.

The wild's full of everything from
pulverized bullhorn,

cornflakes, buzzard bits to pig rinds
and dried fruits

like smoked apricots, raisins. A
scattering of sunflower seeds

dipped in snuff, and once in a while
you'll taste a pinch

of gunpowder, a sprinkle of jalapeno
pepper to keep away

the mosquitoes and, in general, makes
you feel strong as a grizzly bear.

 


Le Trough is east Tennessee's first
drive-in Dixie-French Truckstop.

Reservations are recommended, as the
crowds of folks get wind

of the unique combinations of them
cultures thrown together.

Mixed up and jumbled sideways to amuse
and confuse the tastebuds.

 


Right nicely.

 


Rainy Days

 


Such beggars the birds.

Invited for brunch

They share earthworms

and muddy punch.

 


Wild Geese

 


Watching them pass overhead,

That V-shaped fleet,

I felt blue sky

Beneath my feet.

 


I felt close company

With the winds that swirled

In perfect circles

Around the world.

 


I knew the best places

To fish and swim.

I knew the woods,

Every leaf and limb.

 


Then I awakened

With a sudden shock --

I found myself at the head

Of the flock.

 


The air my wings strummed

With fierce conviction.

I honked the sacred words

Of an ancient benediction.

My long neck stretched out

Across a field of wheat.

I knew the way, and felt

Blue sky beneath my feet.

 


We soared southward,

And the world far below

Stopped everything to gaze
up

At our traveling show.

 


Hailstorm

 


Lighting's omen.

Thunder's din.

The sky has lost its
marbles!

May the tournament begin!

 


Thunder

 


The old towncrier.

Know him well.

Hear the clamor

Of his blessed bell,

Calling, calling

News that stills the air

And begs us tremble

As the newborn mare.

 


Cherry Picking

 


Awakening at sunrise

Red freckled trees

Behold blue skies

freckled with bees.

 


Scoop

 


After Socrates drank
hemlock,

He closed his baby blues

and dreamed the seven
o'clock

Sunday news.

 


Rainbow

 


After rain storm,

People stand and stare

At that stretch of Heaven

They always knew was there.

 


I'm Baggy In
Because

 


I'm baggy in because

and snug in why,

all bundled

in my warm goodbye --

and smug in my now,

my Oh my some-how

come honey me with
moon-gleam,

till I'm wild in my anyhow,

and every if's dream

a revolution of whys,

and humble never-was

slay mighty always-been

with surprise.

 


 


Little Piggy
Everything

 


Oh, now there secretly

once stuffed a black
kerchief

down can't tell you's mouth
--

and who'll ever guess

watched little piggy
everything,

in waistcoat and trousers,

lug that heavy I tell you,

with Love's dead body

snug in a bag of why nots,

upstairs where can't tell
you

waited in the long, thin
dark

of a last believe what you
wish.

 


Olecranon

 


Along the elbow joint,

On the little fingerside

Lurks a tiny compass point.

If bumped, worlds collide

and empires fall inside

And snakes wiggle

All day and into night,

The numb sensation

Of a giggle falling

To its knees to pray --

Amnesiac, clown and
stowaway.

 


Squall

 


How blissful to note --

How at childbirth

A world catches

In a throat.

 


The Mouse Who Sees The Devil
In The Yard

 


Consider the mouse.

It lives in a tiny madhouse

In the big madhouse, where sometimes it
dares

To go and all night in the dark
prowls.

Outside, it must keep a lookout for
owls.

Though ordinarily the mouse scares
Seldom.

Its business is burglary, for
sure,

Safecracking, and cheese
connoisseur.

The rodent species knows
well

The mutability of mouse
affairs,

It has a hole in every room,

But scarce feels a sense of
doom,

Though death purrs

And dozes in the guest room

And swishes its tail at the ones so
frail,

The mouse who has no soul,

The mouse who sees the devil in the
yard,

Who scurries up the stairs, and eyes
the hard

Impenetrable light of each dawn with
scant disregard,

The mouse the escape artist,

The pillager, the poet, hero
unsung

Its tiny pink tongue murmuring secrets,
passions,

Bemoaning the rising hemlines of modern
fashions--

The wisdom that man cannot begin to
comprehend,

For only the mites in the carpet listen
when mice speak,

The wonders of the universe in its
squeak.

 


Chicken Feed

 


Asked why his chickens were
exploding

Farmer Dodge told a reporter

He thought it had something to
do

With that new feed he
bought.

"They eat that stuff and get
round

and fat, so fat they just blow
up."

 


This is the exploding chicken
ranch.

People come from all around the
world

To watch chickens explode.

 


Don't make much of a ruckus

Most any other time.

But come afternoon one

Of them will pop. Sure
enough.

 


So why do you suppose

That interests folks?

They like weird stuff,

They enjoy violence, I
suppose.

They live maybe that real quiet
life

And wish maybe

They could explode sometime.

 


Maybe they see something

In the blood and feathers

When the bird swells

And bursts like that.

 


They see God maybe.

Or Elvis. Could be.

All that blood and gore

Shock you.

Them bones fly out pretty
quick

And show you things you never
seen.

 


Mostly folks come to hear

That awful ominous burst.

Somebody say it's like a hand
grenade

When two of them

Go off together.

 


You hear a chicken explode

You better cover your ears.

It ain't nothing to take
lightly.

 


Burst your eardrums,

Scare your soul clean out of your
body
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