Fibonacci Poem for the Great God Pan
By Dudley Stone

Pan

can

keep his

goat-boy self

to hisself. Boy tries

to pipe up my skirt ‘n charm down

my honey bucket, suspectin’ he might could fill it,

I’1ll knock his goat-boy behind out de door ‘n into next week ‘n say: “Pan, meet
Skillet!”



