
Obsidian

Brother Haints
                                     		 ~for Klevin
Me, I know.
Felt them holding me.
Hard to move in the night.
So quiet
you have to wake up,
face your fears.
Hold-still spirits
conjure bed-glued bodies.

Don’t say nothing, now.
Eyes tight
like mummed mouths.
Swore, I’d never tell.
Unseen shadows get me.
Get me to remember
that rat I stoned
or candy I stole.

Open my eyes
and want to scream
for salvation
or forgiveness.
But I can’t.
Don’t want to get got.

That night,
a grasping,
invisible presence
got brother, too.
He say,
protected by day,
don’t wanna
get got
no more.
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