
​On Invictus​

​I​​'ve snapped its neck.​

​N​​ot neat, but deliberately so.​
​V​​ertebrae has been pulled violently (I torture)​
​and there is blood a shade so red it must be​
​black, ruptured from vessels in beady eyes and​
​drying on previously unsullied down.​

​I​​t's a ghastly sight; ivory smeared with weeping ebony.​

​C​​ruel, yes, but it is the right thing to do,​
​to christen the possessed that batter the soul​
​black and blue.​

​T​​he thrashing resumes, as if it knows what vices​
​and mortal transgressions are being​
​painstakingly plucked from behind a brittle​
​ribcage; crunched, callously, in the likes of a​
​certain hand.​

​U​​ndaunted and unyielding.​

​S​​tiff with might, the hand is both human and​
​divine enough​
​to stroke, tender, the most sinful rabid beast,​
​to strip out its skeleton until it lays, boneless—​
​like a lover,​

​or a euthanised mutt,​
​or a soiled, unwashed heap of​​'forgive me, Father,​​for I have sinned'​​—​

​and no longer a hazard to the innocent.​
​no longer​

​INVICTUS​​.​


