Farmer’s Wife

It was the first tornado in fifty years and it picked

Me up and deposited me on a farm in Kansas

Where the farmer’s plump wife greeted me with

A surprised smile, an apple pie and alfalfa coffee

Her husband was out in the fields and the cows

Were in the barn, white chickens pecked at their

Feed in the yard and the farmer’s wife – Dorothy

Was her name – kept smiling and feeding me

Until I made love to her and she kept smiling and

Told me her husband was coming home so she clicked

The heels of her red shoes three times and suddenly

I found myself at home where the dog barked three

Times to remind me it was time for her to be fed. 
