I AM A GREASED PIG
I am a greased pig 

escaping from me 

each time someone holds a contest 

to see if I have decided 

who I am.

Once I saw an old shaman 

walking up the mountain path 

above the timberline.

I think her chin told me to follow.

She smiled to see me 

sliding in the dust; 

a woman lunging 

for a greased pig.

