
Meeting Miss Molly

I met Molly in The Philippines,
introduced by a mutual friend,
a Moro tribesman who walked
with me along a jungle path
canopied by towering palms
pregnant with coconut fruit

Good golly, Miss Molly!

She snared me in figurative clutches
when first my eager eyes
fell upon her lithe yet muscular body,
her smooth, sensuous skin, her stare
piercing my skull, depositing itself
into the mind’s memory bank

Good golly, Miss Molly!

The Moro and I content at lunch
with fish tinola, onions, tomatoes
swimming in broth soured by tamarind,
patiently cooked over an open fire
Molly dined solo,
devouring a wild chicken
in a most unladylike fashion

Good golly, Miss Molly!

Ten-second Molly, 
her nickname I’m told,
no, not a quickie roll in the bamboo,
but time remaining 
in the world we know
if smitten, make that bitten, 
injected with venom
she totes in sacs 
concealed in her slender head

Good golly, Miss Molly!

Molly’s surname, you see, is krait,
that’s k-r-a-i-t, a kin of the cobra,
and the sea snake – perhaps not
as popular but equally deadly
Oh, those 10 seconds – make that
two seconds if you’re a chicken

Good golly, Miss Molly! 






