Lecture 9    Voice   01-04-2019   How does it feel, to treat me as you do?

Mr. Watson, bed nine.

I should have known
I’d end up in this damn place,
could have moved 
years ago
but instead
spent a life overlooked,
let it loom over my future
like some sombre beacon.
Now all windows and doors are closed
in this world whittled down
to one space.

I don’t miss
the people chipped away,
imagination can replace them, 
(I have that still)
can fill this too-narrow bed
with bodies
dreamed up from the stream of nurses
[bookmark: _GoBack]who pass through,
that only break the spell
as they slap my hand away,
wonder why I call them bitch,
and can do nothing to sway my mood.

What it is to long for sensation:
a warm body,
ice-cream cold on my tongue
could help put right the wrong
of the pint you withhold.
Everything I was still belongs
to this broken body;
everything I wanted, gone,
all out of reach,
except desire, 
and that too-narrow bed to lay it on. 





