Small Town Desire

The butcher wants her.

Jessi wants anyone,

Some hombre

To meat her bones

In the hours
Of blood darkness.

Moon owls

Hoot from boxes

Screwed into pines.
Women and girls

/

Practice invisibility.

Towered clock

Chimes midnight.
A train grunts by

Without passengers.

Plumes from chimneys

Rise like ghosts

Above the urine alleys.
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