
      The Awkward Descent


      

      
      
         Clattering over the stairway bumps

The massive sofa comes. 

It smacks our legs and raises lumps

That no ice packs can numb.

Jammed halfway down, we know the worst,

With hope drained to the dregs:

While at the top, we should have first

Sawed off the wretched legs.
      

      
   