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Cold Turkey

Every night they went

into the rainforest —

eyes covered

with goulashes of defiance
and a splinter in the brain -
mortality feared their spirit.

Five friends, fifteen years

of whipping whiff of tobacco —
a ritual followed like shedding
of leaves every autumn.

Then one September,

winter sneaked upon one

of the friends, and he

became a barren tree.
Mermaids of reality asked

for offerings, his lips and lungs
hidden behind splashes of tar —
fungus on what used to be

a slice of white bread.

Across the river of grief,
underneath the sky of tears,
something could be seen —

the remaining four friends buried
their love for fumes, wordlessly.
Even the nightingale inhaled

that night of pure ecstasy.
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