Kentucky Valentine


                Free shotgun and roses with purchase




       Offer good through  Feb. 14th



                     —newspaper ad for a Kentucky used car dealership

Lester Criscoe lusts after the white Chrysler:
a suction cup Jesus on the dash, a trunk 
big enough for a pride of pigs,
he dishes to his boss at the tuna factory
where the week before he'd won two hundred bucks

playing Quickie Bingo on his morning break.

Those born again wheels, an overdue bath, 

and roses swaddled in Saran
answer Lester's prayer—
a shortcut to Belinda Bunfab's front door.

His plans for the weapon remain under wraps,

although Lester relishes a shotgun wedding, 
when the groom shoots off his mouth—aims 
a volley of vows at his bride's upholstered bosom. 

He'll fork over cash for a handful of shells,

enough to scare off Belinda's dad, a surly dude

with lips like fenders, and a scruffy muffler 
around his neck that never passes inspection.

Lester's boss ties a zillion tuna cans to the tailpipe, 

so the Chrysler looks like a Jesus miracle, 
the one where the fishes multiply. 
At the marriage feast, the whole town fills up 
with a chorus of Hallelujah tuna

beneath the Kentucky hubcap moon.
Everybody goes home with a rose, Amen, 

except for Belinda and Lester, who
consummate their good fortune 

in the back seat of the...oh Jesus...Chrysler. 
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