Fever

I had the fever

Hence the cowboy perched
at the foot of my bed
spitting his chewing tobacco
onto my feet

I had the fever alright

Ifight my devils 25/8
366 days of the year

Sometimes we take a break

Like Christmas in the trenches
we share food

swap tales

show photos of loved ones

play cards

Kkick a ball

reminisce

Laugh like we'll live forever

But then

like an ill wind from the west of hell

the whistle blows

and we go back to gouging one another’s eyes out
with fingernails encrusted with stale chocolate
and dried blood



