The Dancer

shards of conscience
time-muted
smoke-veiled

edges worn round
excruciating

only seldom

now

mindless dulling music
vacant eyes

staring

or furtive glancing
away

pretending no lust

gray thick air
beer-laden

sour
walling the space
around her

but not enough

piercing guitar

clawing at spaces
between crashing drums
and wailing horns

always

moving

rhythmic

or not

no matter

slow swaying hips
beneath smoothing fabric
revealing even the soul

crescendo

non-event

nadir

awkward silence
painful

discarded props
gathered along

with mustered dignity
precious little left

of each

unseeing steps

to the door

escaping

until the next hour

the collective, killing leer






