ELEPHANT SUMMER




In Spring of 2009 | put out the call for anything elephant.
Only awesome people responded.

What followed was Elephant Summer; an elephant piece (or
more) a week, posted on my blog, from June 2009 through
October 2009. (I had so many pieces Elephant Summer turned
into Elephant Autumn!)

It was turned into more than | thought it was going to be and |
was thrilled with how enthusiastic everyone was about it. What
was supposed to be blogfiller while | went on summer vacation,

turned into an event.

Thank you to everyone who sent me elephants last year. You are
awesomes.

And to those who missed it, please to enjoy their words herein.



The Elephant and |
by P.H. Madore http://madoreable.com/

The relationship between the elephant and me has been deteriorating
for some time now. Though he would have you believe otherwise, my
growing distaste for the bastard has nothing to do with him being an
elephant and a large one at that. It has nothing to do with his
abnormal pink, sun, and red-orange hide. It has to do with his attitude
toward me and toward respect of smaller life forms generally. He is
clueless.

Nevertheless, | was cool with him until he ruined the stairs for
everyone. Until he made things difficult on a widespread scale by
collapsing for a week in the middle of the hall, leaving some of us to
nearly starve for lack of access to the kitchen. Things turned to bitter
between the elephant and | only after this point.


http://madoreable.com/

Smellerfant
By Ben Brooks http://anineffableplayforvoices.blogspot.com/

There is an elephant in my kitchen giving Samuel L Jackson a
blowjob

ONLY FUCKING WITH YOU

its just an elephant tossing itself off.

| went in earlier and it said

"you got a sock bro?"

and i gave it a sock

and it put it on its massive elephant dick

and cummed into it.

It was really great.

A really great time.

Afterwords | made us coffee

and we watch some football.

The elephants massive elephant dick kept poking through its boxer
shorts

because one of the buttons had snapped off when he was in the
kitchen.

"Whats it like do have a dick that big" | said to the elephant.
"Fucking brilliant" the elephant said to me.


http://anineffableplayforvoices.blogspot.com/

While You Are Out, Fucker Pick Up
A Nice Neatsfoot Oil For My Snout
By Dennis Mahagin http://fourhourhardon.blogspot.com/

|l 6m t he Par a

Normal
In the room

You hope to high
Hell vanishes

Soon,
|l 6m a Puke
Stain doused

With the sickest

Perfume...

|l 6m a Carpet Safari
From Xmas

Till June,

A

| 6m t he
Shadow gets
Longer

In the afternoon,

|l &m t he shadow
Gets longer

Il n the afternooneé


http://fourhourhardon.blogspot.com/

Reflection
In Chrome,

A Silly
Putty
Goon,

My snores
Supplant
Household chores
Performed by

lllegal
Alien
Platoons,

| 6m what 6s
Not not not

Not Happening,
Tweaker dream
Weaver and his

Trusty loom,

—~——

My tusk
says TSK!

My tongue
A whisk broom,

A

| &m Habi t s
You kick

Tomorrow,

Rigged Sniff Test



Pl umes é

I'm Dumbo the
Hard Way,

No such sorrow

Nor doom.




Crispin Best http://wewillallgosimultaneous.blogspot.com/

| want an elephant to cuddle me.

and i will tell her i like her ears and throw watermelons into her mouth
and hope she likes watermelons.

and i will gently untie the saddle and take it off her back and scratch
her there.

and i will let her get off that tiny podium where she's balanced.

and i will take out my xylophone and my two mallets and we will play
'c u when u get there' by coolio on the xylophone and i will rap for a
short while and she will clap by crashing her cymbals.

and i will put a sunhat on her head and hose her down a bit and feed
her another watermelon.

and i will point at a helicopter and say 'helicopter' and she will open
her mouth like 'wow'.

and i will hold up my whip but she will not be afraid and i will put my
whip in an oil drum with all the other whips and make a bonfire and
we will sit there laughing about tv comedies and roasting chestnuts in
tin foll.

and the next morning i will go on the subway with her at rush hour
and stroke her trunk the whole ride and ignore people in suits making
faces, pressed against the glass.

and i will take her to the shoeshop and laugh a lot and she will look
bashful.

and we will go to the swimming pool and i will dive from the second
highest platform and she will crash her cymbals.

and she will be wearing a bikini and her wet eyelashes will look very
wonderful.

and i will say 'you are a wonderful elephant'.

and she will crash her cymbals.

and i will touch her face gently.

and she will crash her cymbals.


http://wewillallgosimultaneous.blogspot.com/

Twenty bucks and a dead whore

By Thom Young http://thomisawriter.blogspot.com/

There were these two midgets. One was a big midget. The other was
a small midget. The big midget was Larry. Stumpy was the small
midget. He had a wooden leg. Their combined height was around six
feet. In those days, nobody liked midgets. "I'm thinking of going back
to the show." "Don't do it." "They'll treat you like a damn animal."
Larry knew what he was talking about. He had seen the circus wear
down Stumpy. "I mean it." "I'm going back." "I can't take this shit
anymore." "If you go back, who am | going to talk to?" "That's
something you'll figure out", Stumpy said. "Just remember what they
did to you." "You want to suck elephant dick again?" Stumpy got
quiet. The elephant dick did it. He could never go back.

Larry did nothing but masturbate and drink all day. He paid Stumpy a
dollar to buy cigars and beer daily. Stumpy figured he almost had ten
dollars saved. He would've had more except Larry won it back. Larry
was a bit of a card shark. Sometimes the friends got a whore. They
fucked the same whore. She was into midgets.

One night both midgets got drunk. Larry passed out first. Stumpy
waited until his friend was out cold, and then took his wallet. Stumpy
passed out a little later. The sun came up. "Where is my wallet?"
"What?" "MY GODDAMM WALLET!" Stumpy thought fast, as fast as
a midget could. "It's that fucking whore!" Larry agreed. "Let's call that
whore back tonight!" "We'll show that bitch we mean business!"
Nobody messed with an angry midget, especially two angry midgets.

The whore showed up at seven. She was tired from sucking and
fucking all day, but decided she could do the dwarves. "Where's my
wallet bitch?" Larry pulled out a steak knife and put it to the whore's
throat. "I don't have it!" "Now let me go before | kick you in the balls."
“I'm not buying it bitch!" "Give me back my wallet or it's your throat!"
Stumpy could do nothing but watch. Larry ran the blade across the
whore's neck. Her blood spilled on the kitchen floor. "Now look what
you've done!" The whore died pretty fast. Larry hit the jugular.


http://thomisawriter.blogspot.com/

The midgets buried the whore in their backyard. Her body was laid to
rest between two sad lawn ornaments. The whole thing took almost
all night. Larry did most of the digging. Stumpy just gave orders. Larry
got drunk and went to bed. Stumpy rested a little bit, but decided to
leave during the night. Larry's wallet tucked in his back pocket.

The next morning, Larry was all alone. Stumpy only got twenty bucks
out of the whole mess. Larry figured his friend went back to the
circus.

A year later, Stumpy was sucking elephant dick. He never saw Larry
again. Life is never easy for a midget. Life always wins. Only death
gets sucked off by an elephant. Stumpy had time.




YAYA AND THE ELEPHANT
By Cindy http://13stitches.ning.com/profile/Cndysac

"Yaya | want an elephant." My 5 year old granddaughter asked.

"You cané6t have an el ephant. "™ | said v
"Why Yaya? Canét you afford one?" She
"You canodot buy one sweetie."

"Why not? "

"There not for sale."

"Why not?"

"Becausetheyl i ve in the wild. You candot fin
"But | saw one on TV. Cané6t you pl easce
"How about a stuffed one?"

"Stuffed with what?"

"A not real one. A stuffed animal."

"No | want a real one. I promise | 0611
"Will you clean up elephant poop? Bigger than dog poop?"

"Yes."

"They wonodét allow it in the neighbor hc
"Why?"

"1 donét know. They wonodét even all ow i
"Why?"

" dondét know. 2 dogs are all that ar e
"Why?"

"1 donoét clkamadw. hvowe an el ephant . ”

"l want an elephant.”

"OK. Tell mommie and daddy to move to the country and yaya will
get you an elephant.”

"l love you yaya."

"l love you too sweetie pie."


http://13stitches.ning.com/profile/Cndysac

Elephant Taxi Haiku

By Mel Bosworth http://eddiesocko.blogspot.com/

Elephant flu, snots
Sweaty riders clutch luggage
No room in the trunk



http://eddiesocko.blogspot.com/

By Rebecca
Lemons

the elephant walks ten or twenty miles
to the lemon tree where they met

and remembers how she had

seemed to love him even then

for knocking her a lemon down.

the sun is powerful
the world is spinning faster than usual
or maybe in the wrong direction

he barges the tree from its roots

and hauls it home by his achy trunk

he rests it at her feet and his heart drowns
as she cries and cries for the lemons i
half split, scuppered zest, juice on dust
and peel curling in the sun.

Grapes

the elephant squashed a bunch of grapes
he said je suis désolé - mon pied est collant maintenant
and the other elephants laughed and laughed.



Eat, Pray, Queef
By Otto M. Attiq http://ottomattig.blogspot.com/"

When she queefs, her pussy flaps like dusty elephant ears.

The end.



http://ottomattiq.blogspot.com/

Betty White Fucked My Elephant; or, How | Learned to Stop Worrying
and Love the Pachyderms.

By Nathan Tyree http://nathantyree.wordpress.com/

Sam and me were drinking beers in my back yard and wondering
what to do about the elephant. The damned thing was leaving piles of
shit the size of dog houses on the lawn and had almost squished my
cousin Suzy.

"Maybe we could cut it up into steaks or something," Sam said. He
kept eyeing the thing's gray skin and licking his lips.

"You can't be serious. | mean fuck man, where would we store all the
meat? That thing, field dressed mind you, has to weigh five-thousand
pounds. Besides, you think you could kill it?" | drained my beer and
pulled another from the battered plastic cooler.

"Naw. You're right. Maybe we could ransom it back to the zoo", Sam
said.

"Christ. Will you be serious?" This entire elephant situation was
Sam's fault to begin with. He had found the gate open and led the big
animal to my house by constantly shaking a bag of roasted peanuts
under its trunk. Why he brought it to my place was something that
only Sam knew, and he wasn't talking.

Sam clenched his forehead, squinted his eyes and thought in ways
that only Sam could think. | could almost see the heat radiating from
his skull as the arcane and strange machinery inside his head began
to work. He seemed to slip into a trance; a hypnologic state. After a

few minutes he smiled broadly and sai c
Shedéll want i1it. You know she wi/l . O
AnBtty? Are you sure? | mean, Il know st
horses and bulls and she bought that rhino off the Billings kids that

one time, but an el ephant? What woul d

It seemed like a long shot to me.


http://nathantyree.wordpress.com/

Samjustgrinned,l eaned over to | ook under the
AHave you ever seen a bigger cock thar
I | aughed. AS

A

e | have. Every ti me |
then | said t

the peanuts. Letds gc




Hirsute Pachyderm

By Nathan Ty r e e 0 s htt@/éh@lacalistbeard.wordpress.com/

When | see the elephant, | don't like it

the bastard has no beard

none of them ever do-

elephants shave all the time

they worry about five-o-clock shadow

they don't want to abrade the trunks of
their grey, muscular lovers

fucking elephants

| get the last laugh though
when the elephant sleeps
| use a Magic Marker

and draw a massive,
almost biblical beard

on his tired face


http://holocaustbeard.wordpress.com/

ANYBODY THAT REALLY HATES THEIR LIFE KNOWS IT'S NOT
COOL

By Sam Pink http://www.impersonalelectroniccommunication.com

I was sitting in the living room looking at my knees. "you are the only
thing that won't upset me," i said to my knees. my roommate came in
through the door and said, "hey, come check this out.” i followed him
outside the apartment and by the front door, on the sidewalk, there
was a dead elephant. it was on its side. both eyes were missing and
there were rims of cakey blood around the sockets. "watch this," my
roommate said. he kicked the elephant's head and long trails of flies
flew out of the eye sockets. "no one wants to be here," he said. i
watched the flies.



http://www.impersonalelectroniccommunication.com/

ELEPHANT
By Wagner Israel Cilio
http://weareallgoodpeopleandweloveeverything.blogspot.com/ >

Elephant crushed a small child to death.
Elephant felt bad. An angry war veteran
shot Elephant in the face.

Elephant died.

City workers cut Elephant into pieces
and filled up dump trucks with him.

The trucks paraded through the city

and everyone cheered. Children in windows
shaved their heads and tossed their hair

to the trucks below.

Every night Elephant cried from the sky
and the city dwellers could not sleep.

Then the sky began to rain Elephant's tears.
When the drops splashed they flooded

the subways with blood and

drowned all of the grown ups.

The blood spilled into the street and

floated up umbrellas and briefcases and things.
Elephant lined the children up at the river.
They watched their parents

pass from the drainage pipes into the water.

Then Elephant shaved the children's heads and
laid down in the street. Each time the children
tossed their hair into his open mouth Elephant said,

“Yum-yummy yumyum!"


http://weareallgoodpeopleandweloveeverything.blogspot.com/

Meat

By Angel Zapata http://arageofangel.blogspot.com/

Thereds this picture floating around ¢
haflway up an el ephantds ass. Hebs face
men in plastic suits surround him with prodding tools in hand. More

than anything | hope he brought a flashlight or at least a clothespin to

pinch his nostrils claiwefadnine Back 1 n t he
mentioned dining at an exclusive restaurant in New York that served

exotic animals. He said the elephant meat was very expensive,

somewhat bl and, and remarkably tough.
curious to know if it really tasted like shit



http://arageofangel.blogspot.com/

BEST BUY BIMBO
By RC Miller http://visionblues.blogspot.com/

The black rain-burst reaches our final incubation.
Unearthlings on the bone sail toward a stabbing dim.
We will receive them with mesh walls, knowing full well
How partially digested peanuts plop.

Kissy scrotums surround where the televisions used to be.
Nonlinear games retain, as do aluminum sweatbands.
Low-flying glass conveys to the smog

Mating songs of a driveway log.

These opposable thumbs start astounded.

Z00 spaces appear in cereal; a mascara dampness scratches
The lime between news and sitcoms.

One tusk busts out of the ark, it bleeds

Soon after it's wed.

Uneartlings arrive and strengthen porn

Otherwise grown by the fame of a horn.

And gigantic ears smolder their facts, setting traps

For ghosts that elephants feed us.

Wheezy magic, wild lays, a tenderized 21st century.</div>


http://visionblues.blogspot.com/

Back Then
Junior Yr.
By Ty Bluesmith http://jacksnijillforeverforeverijillnjacks.blogspot.com/

Your giant house was quiet. Your roommates all split for summer
break by Tuesday evening. We had a Thursday afternoon exam in
Macro [or was it Micro] and were not leaving town until the weekend.
The little window a/c unit in your room was rattling and mostly
ineffective. Outside we heard other undergrads loading their cars and
trucks and yelling goodbye and see you in the fall to one another and
honking their horns as they drove away.

We were in your bed. | was looking at the ceiling. You were wearing

boy shorts and a beater and laying on your side and you pressed

your face against my scalp and said guys have stinky hair and | was

half hard morning wood really and the condom wrappers that followed

the celebration after Thursday ni ght 0:¢
were next to my head on the nightstand and to tell you the truth |

could smell them and it kind of made my hangover worse.

Remember how the hundreds of pictures of you and your smiling
friends watched us from their spots on your corkboard wall?

Every girl was cute Amelia.
Oh.

But none as pretty as you and you slid your hand down my chest and

reached into my shorts and said hey wt
hair felt so soft on my skin and when | looked at your face you were

smiling and the freckles on your cheek made you look like a

Seventeen cover model again and your eyes man so blue so fucking

bl ue | 6ve never seen bl ue | irchohedt hat b e
over to toss the mediciney-lubey-smelling condom wrappers in your

little garbage can | knocked something over and heard it clink against

the top of your cherry nightstand and you said oh no and jumped up

but then right away said phew and when you plopped your


http://jacksnjillforeverforeverjillnjacks.blogspot.com/

long/thin/frame on the bed again you had a miniature figurine in your
hand that | saw when you uncurled your perfect fingers.

A tiny elephant.

Smiling.

Trunk in the air above its head and when | apologized for knocking it
over you looked at me and smiled but it was a sad smile and |
thought | saw water in your eyes for a brief second and you said oh
Ty

Il tds ok.

And then you smiled again.

And passed me the elephant in your open palm. Painted and
lacquered. White and red and blue and yellow and green. Shiny.
Smooth.

When | returned the elephant you sighed and our fingers touched and
you said my dad brought it back from Nepal on one of his State
Department junkets. Doug. Only it was daddy then. Back when my
mom was called mom.

Not Janice.

Back when | had a family.

Like what Doug and Janice and Kyler and Evan have.

Not | i ke me. | dondt have one. Know hc
a dead mom and a figurine and a guy named Doug who lives in Silver
Springs and writes checks to the university. </div><div>

I n fact itbdés actually nothing at all

Oh Amelia.



|l didndét know what to say. Your
emotion. Like youdd been saying
long time that they were no longer horrible to think and hear.

You exhaled.

And put the elephant figurine in the drawer of the nightstand. It was
like eleven am. You stripped off your clothes and said you were going
to take a shower and as you walked away | caught a glimpse of the
white scars on your right hip.

The places where you cut yourself after your mother died.

After they discovered you in the halls of Peter Stuyvesant and made
you the Limited Girl.

After they put you on the cover of every teen magazine.
And then college.
And then graduation.

And then Stage Three of the same shit that killed your mother at
forty-four.

Oh Amelia. Eighteen years gone and mostly forgotten. The sweetest
girl | ever knew.

Tall and thin and lanky and kind. A perfect aesthetic. Like a cliche
about a spring day that never ends. Or an expensive flower in
hothouse bloom.

Like a dream.

Like a ghost.

Like a precious Nepalese elephant figurine.

wor ds
t hose



By Brandi Wells http://brandiwells.blogspot.com/

everyone talks about it, really

We like to drag him to the middle of the living room and look at him.

We dondt just | ook. We talk about hi m.
drooping posture, folds of skin running into other folds of skin, limbs

in disarray, crowding each other.

He tries to tell jokes, little one-liners and puns.

ATwo c¢cl owns were eating a cannibal, o I
He opens his mouth wide, | ike heds ya\y
face. Il tos al l dark gummy throat and s

And the room gets darker, like a shade being pulled down. Then
darker, like nighttime with no streetlights. Then, no stars or moon.
Then the whites of our eyes disappear, teeth blacken and fall out and
there is no shine to our nails, no sparkle to our rings.

Still, in the dark, we are talking about him. Remembering the
grotesque size of him, his oafish mannerisms, the way he holds his
head down because he is ashamed of himself and maybe of us.


http://brandiwells.blogspot.com/

By Jades http://fixingwhatsbroken.blogspot.com/

George, he loved his job. Sick as it was, he loved it since day 1 and

never once did he regret entering into this profession. If you could

even call it that. Elephant douching. Be it a technical profession or

not, thatoés what he does. Youdd think
up elephant shit or pinching that gland in a dogs asshole that backs

up with oil and shit or inseminating cows. No, to George, all of that

was hell on earth and elephantdouc hi ng was hi s heaven.
you werendét even aware that el ephants
They are marched around Marine Worl d e
elephant shows (oh they exist) and when an elephant is in the

spotlight in such a manner, wellth at 6 s wher e Geor ge c¢o0me
ol 6 George, hebébs the one who ensures t
elephant is surely not from its vadge. Whenever George tells

someone what i1t is he does, he doesnodt
done. I mean, everybody knows how douche works. He usually says
something |i ke, AYes, i1t iIs exactly wl
bad. 060 Oh George, you sick bastard. Yol
are sicker.


http://fixingwhatsbroken.blogspot.com/

By Socrates http://chickenandpies.blogspot.com/

the gap between my life and the life i want to have makes me feel as
though the somber and judging gaze of an elephant is fixed on me
and all i can do is to cower. rid rimmed and old i am judged and
dismissed by an animal.



http://chickenandpies.blogspot.com/

Dumbo
By Chris East http://latenighttaxidriverbadminton.blogspot.com

He said "l am so depressed. What can you do when you stop being
that special?" and then he fell.

Dumbo grew into his ears and could no longer fly. The stupid mouse
got up and walked away, he would not be impressed by an average
circus elephant.

He grabbed at feathers wherever he could, but none would work.
Who is he trying to fool, no one is interested anymore. So he started
drinking again. The circus made money from him but now the circus
has closed down. Animal Rights. The stupid mouse said that Dumbo
was a waste of the tough grey skin he was wrapped in. Pink balloon
elephants jumped and rolled back and forth in his head and became
more real and more threatening every time his trunk hit the bucket.

So he climbed the multistorey carpark and threw himself off. On the
ground below, a crumpled red Fiat and two large flaps of skin spread
flat like the wings of a passenger jet.


http://latenighttaxidriverbadminton.blogspot.com/

By Will http://betheboy.com/

A Brief Story About Elephants

Instead of writing my name and address on my luggage tag | wrote
down the first thing that came to mind and then handed my bag to the

person behind the check i n counter. | ¢
thatdés where | go every time | try to
get i1t right, my family wondt have to
my body home. This is also why | pack a suit when | travel; why

should anyone buy a plane ticket and a suit for a dead man?

For years | 6ve been settling up my aff
home to die but | 6ve never goeves t hr ou(
follow through. At the last moment | always remember something |

di dnét take care of and | step away fr
tracks, remove the rope from my neck, turn off the car or force myself

to throw up. If | could forgetlcoulddie i n peace but then |

want to be dead in the first place.

As my boarding pass is printed the person who took my bag takes a

close | ook at the tag and reads: AAThe
elephant is remembering the taste of water as youdieoft hi r st 0, t he
looks at me and decides not to ask any questions.


http://betheboy.com/

| killed ELEPHANT and he laughed at me
By Ani Smith http://downinme.com/

| killed ELEPHANT and he laughed at me. His virginal robes billowed

beneath him angelically as you might expect. His sandals glued to the

floor, he bent double slowly backwards like a warming Twizzler. |

smacked ELEPHANT repeatedly in the face with a white kitchen

towel and his face beamed backlit with large Tom Cruise teeth. |
continued to smack ELEPHANTO6s | aughi ng¢
reachitanymore-1 di dndét want to get -too cl os
began to shoo him away from me by waving the towel in the air and

hissing. ELEPHANT died slow and painfully comical like a melting

witch. | stayed living and laundered the kitchen towel and clipped it up

to line dry.



http://downinme.com/

Merrick
By Vaughan Simons http://www.unreliablewitness.com/

The agoraphobic elephant lives in a corner of my bedsit. He is ugly.
And shy. Shy and ugly. I call him Merrick. He does not understand
the reference. It makes me feel bad, so | feed him an extra bun over
breakfast. He looks at me with his soulful eyes, flutters his eyelashes.
| look away. One day Merrick will find me watching John Hurt
moaning and groaning his way through papier-maché and he will hate
me for laughing at him behind his all too ample back. But I'm not
laughing. | am just trying to keep myself grounded in reality. | am
aware of my abnormal failings.

Merrick does not like to attract attention to himself. When | secured
the winning bid for Lot no. 979 at the zoo auction, | had to lead him
home on a pink leash left over from my failed attempt at owning a
kitten. A dead kitten. A dead kitten who met an unfortunate end
following a tragic incident with a steam iron. Merrick looked ridiculous.
Such a monstrous creature suddenly rendered so pathetic. He cried
real elephant tears from his wide, pleading eyes. | couldn't stop
looking at him. He felt me staring. He was trying to tell me something,
| knew it.

It took me a day to push him up the three narrow staircases to my
attic room. It would have been more difficult had he not entered a
state of terrified catatonic trance. His wrinkled leather hide and tree
trunk legs did not offer any resistance to my clumsily forceful
exertions. | whispered into his skin that we would be home soon.
Home safe and sound, and then he could have a bun. Two buns,
even three. As many buns as my Merrick wanted. But when [ finally
heaved him, trunk first, through the door, his beautiful eyes registered
nothing.

Immediately, he pressed himself against the wall and shivered. He
stayed there all night. | woke a couple of times and watched him. Still
and illuminated, turned grey-blue in the watery moonlight.

In the morning, | discovered that he had torn long strips of the faded
fleur-de-lys wallpaper away from the wall using his trunk. One ripped


http://www.unreliablewitness.com/

trail lay across his face, obscuring his eyes. | felt | was beginning to
understand. But it's not easy to disappear when you're an elephant.
An ugly elephant. With agoraphobia.

| searched the entire house from top to bottom, questioned the
landlady and the other disreputable residents, and eventually found
what | was looking for. Returning to my cell with my prize, | gently led
my oversized roommate into the centre of the threadbare carpet,
reassuring him by singing sweet nothings into his trunk as if it were
an old-fashioned telephone.

| covered him with wallpaper, every inch of him, lightly gluing it to his
body. | formed and tucked it round his many and varied curves,
moulding him into his second skin. Hours later | finished, stepping
back to survey my handiwork. Merrick caressed the side of my face
with his trunk and returned to his place against the wall, with his head
pressed against the rotting sash window and his bottom pushed
against the 1950s wardrobe.

| try to go about my daily routine as best | can with an elephant in the
room. Not that he is in the room, of course. He's not there. We have
reached a silent understanding. He's only present when | feed him
buns. Or when | attach him to the pink kitten leash and take him for
his daily constitutional - once round the bed, up to the wash basin for
a drink of water, check his appearance in the mirror, a wander over to
the TV to watch his favourite daytime soap, and then back to the wall.

He lets me look in his eyes when | need to relax. When | need their
calming influence. They don't give much away. | don't give much
away either. Even when he touches me with his trunk. When he
touches me. | tell myself that it means he wants another bun. That's
what | tell myself, even if I'm out of buns.



Elephant Haiku
By Green Catfish http://greencatfish.blogspot.com/

Big assed elephants
Most impossible to wear
Even the largest pants


http://greencatfish.blogspot.com/

