Hanging

A rope hangs from the rafters, homespun,
While a brick runs red and hot across your chest. 
You’ve no idea what you have done.

Though black gusts of smoke smother the sun,
And an acrid taste in the air gives no rest.
So the rope hangs from the rafters, homespun

From threads of frayed and dampened yarn,
Made of a small boys sweater—
But you’ve no idea what you have done,

Or that the boy now swings with empty lungs.
So, too, the nights dangle with men—purple, abreast—
From the rope that hangs from the rafters. Homespun

Napalm pits, fuelled by black and white horses who escaped their barns,
now smoulder and waft the smell of flesh,
But you’ve no idea what you have done.

A thresh leaves its eggs alone in the nest,
While you cough and explode with regret 
That the rope now hangs from the rafters, homespun,
And you’ve not a guess what the hell you’ve done.  
