Rations
“…the body coming clean

at last.”

from Sunday at the Skin Launderette
Then they shook off their bodies and stepped out

of the ruckled nylons of their legs. Their

arms lay reversed, like sleeves of two old coats

shoved off anyhow in the hall downstairs;

their feet, unbuckled and separated,
would’ve tripped you. They were beyond repair.

I like to think of them liberated

now from rationing out their mead of flesh,

from timing waves of pain. They’ve gone off-grid,

taken flight. They’re photons – they will en-mesh

with moonlight, keep their whereabouts a blur,

and keep schtum, lulling the world to their hush.

They ran low on themselves. I think of her

picking seeds from strawberries; think of him

husbanding his last five fags, wanting more.
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