                             “THE ONE-HOLER ©
                                                                     By John Kemp of Cerrillos, NM

It was set in Cerrillos, a true western town,                                                 But citified people would flush every time

With false-fronts and old shacks-some falling down-                                   And the mass of flushed water started to climb.
With dirt streets and hitch rails, signs of the past,                                       Deep underground the old septic tank
(And the locals all hoping the quiet would last).                                          Filled up completely, backed up and stank
In a quaint little shop known as Scherer’s Antiques                                     Lori noticed a male lead who came from the rear
Where Lori, the owner, wrests the profits she seeks.                                   With a look on his face that seemed to be fear.
In one of the false-fronts, the last of the four,                                            He parted the crowd and left in great haste,

That Lori had rented and set up her store.                                                Then rushed down the sidewalk with no time to waste.

The shop was eclectic-a great range of things                                            Lori saw his distress and started to go
With door knobs and house wares (no Picasso’s or Ming’s),                        But one of the extras waved his cup to and fro.
A gifted artist, her work was displayed.                                                      So distracted by queries of those from afar,

One side of the shop housed creations she’d made.                                   She didn’t go see what had flustered the star.

In one little room the clients were pleased                                                  The first indication that ought was amiss
Massages were given and stiffness was eased.                                           Occurred when an extra went for a piss.

There were pastries and tea from eleven ‘til one.                                        He found a full bowl with excrement floating;
 Reservations required (unless there were none).                                       (Tortillas and beans with some kind of coating).           
Aside from the small room and the one filled with wares,                              He exited promptly to call for assistance 
Was a very small kitchen with no room to spare.                                          But no dint of plunging overcame the resistance.
The single stall restroom (one–holer of your)                                             Concern soon spread through the cast of the show;
Was found on the right in the back of the store.                                          They were dressed for their parts, but nowhere to go.

The shop seemed to flourish- a brisk tourist trade.                                      The boss of the movie, whom Lori would thank,
(They came for the setting, but deals were still made.)                                Agreed it was urgent to pump out the tank.

Movie makers were drawn by the shades of the past.                                  He paid for the service to empty it all
Several had used it as a prop for their cast.                                                So the actors and extras could heed nature’s call.

One day in late winter a movie crowd came                                                 The panic subsided, cool heads had prevailed
With stars known to all, each having great fame.                                          The filming was finished, nothing else failed.
They used the false-fronts for the story they told                                         When they departed it was as before
Which had to be done in the wind and the cold.                                           (Except for the septic, which could take a lot more).
Lori’s shop in the film was the story’s bordello,                                            The little one-holer was back in commission
But the actors chose it to sit down and mellow.                                           No longer the object of jokes and derision.
A wood-pellet stove in the mid of the room                                                 And Lori returned to provide you and me
Provided the heat and dispelled winter’s gloom.                                          With antiques and artwork, yoga and tea
Extras and stars, sometimes thirty or more, 

When not on the set, would crowd in the store.

And all of these people, filled with pastries and tea,                                    Thanks to all the wonderful staff and extras of the movie,
Eventually needed someplace to pee.                                                       “Beer For My Horses” filmed in 2008 in Cerrillos, NM.
