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Predator
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A powerful game of hnppenstunce 3 N .m* d_ /
a round of the game of life in which | am in the lead.

| did not role the dice, they were rolled for me; - . .

| did not deal the cards, they were dealt fo me.

' My country, my family, my healthy body, my oppuniies;
| did not choose this,
| did not work for this.

| do not deserve this any more than anyone else. 8

Regardless, 3
this is my reality,
and with this reality comes responsibility.

Responsibility ' f-fa
to work hard,

to be gracious,
to be helpful,




melody and a slapped face, dead mothers,

dying sons and daughters,

cardiac arrest, no war hero with war pain
and dying men

and sacred ring?

‘wish | didn’t have this on my finger’
some broken images of mind

shattered and yet above all of this within
and more fearful we within

mucus dribbles into its mouth, no teeth save
for one and

it dangles there as an oral moon—pale friend—
while the baby rolls round and round in black
defecation of its own creation—Almost,

as the steel presses and bends my rib cage,
concave pressure, | feel its fear. Almost,

for once. Then | lift from my chest while my
sternum cracks shattered muscles grind tendons
and fibers ripple below the husk of skin

and rip silently palms indent with studded
metal stiff exhale pushing this barbell

up and with a purpose heaping vacancy

until it is racked with the help of the next one
in line to reject; all of them orbiting,

screaming triumphant, animals, celestial

bones slapping the skin on my neck and perspiration
splashing into the artificial air

floats around us, and | too scream triumphant,
for in that moment—nothing—forget the child:

the child—orphaned, it crawls, pale blue suffocating, | too will be animal.






























