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Closet



an average person’s skin covers two square


metres   the standard height of a closet


age six   I open Mum’s wardrobe door to


a den of furs   coven of black dresses


yellow brick road of snakeskin shoes   I gaze


into caves of high heels   eyes   see me   wink


I find myself sliding into a bruise


-plum dress   I turn my lips wound-red   my eyes


black   blue   in the mirror   I see father


appear   kick off my heels   rub out my face


tear at my frock   skin my new-born body


alive   trying to find muscle beneath





Joe



I remember being thirteen and Joe


when your closet opened at school   I was


the first to grab you like cigarettes


smoke with you behind bins   to mark your flesh


with fag   the first to touch hairs on your head


as dark as shame   as chocolate   I was


the one who kept calling you queer as I


wanted to scream that word out loud   that word


I was too clench-fisted to brand myself


in case I became as disgraceful as having


to wear shorts from lost property   I gobbed


on you to hide from lads who spat me out


when I emerged   you’d left by then   I can’t


shake the taste of your hair out of my mind





Intestines



September 3rd 2005   ten past twelve   period four


I spew my guts on the school sports-hall floor


my intestines are athletic


they move food with a wave-like pattern


of muscular actions   peristalsis


I know what I want derives from the Greek


my thoughts   long hollowed coiled tubes


that lead to the anus   fit boys


call me faggot   a type of food


the intestines absorb the nutrients


then force out waste into the rectum


where nerves create sensations that make you


feel like a shit   but I cannot pass


it gathers in the stomach   my second brain


it makes me bottom heavy   shuttlecock


it piles until it fills my liver   heart


lungs   oesophagus   oral cavity


it makes me sick


humans breathe about twenty-five thousand times a day


humans are the only animal to blush





Seed



I am thirteen when at the urinals a boy


brushes my hand with his


then gestures with his head


to the cubicles


I want


to go in there with him


but tremor at being


caught in the act


I sweat that he might give


me HIV


I sweat that he might take


my phone   wallet   my life


holding it in


my hand like a knife


I shake wishing


I wouldn’t waste my youth thinking


every boy who wants me   wants to hurt me


when he might just want me


or maybe   I am not scared of the boy


but scared of having a body that wants


to do things with other boys’


bodies


he zips his fly up quick   flees


leaves me gripping my manhood   small as


a seedling   waiting to be


planted   watered   to grow   to fruit





The Weight



after torrin a. greathouse


you call me out as fruit because I am


a lad with pink lady atop my head


to be tiny target   I eat nothing


but granny smith   you mark me


light in the loafers   to become light


I eat only cox’s   medium sized


apples are eighty calories   russets


are fat free   you teach me homo


in tongue of reduction


I juice myself   turn myself to cider


flammable   you brand me faggot which


means kindling   I learn to burn   my body


disappears when you say poof
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