Capture and Pursuit

In the night, my mother moans
in the body of a smali animal
caught in a metal trap.

It is my duty to enter the body odor
of her room and shift her.

Then she can escape the dream

in which she can’t even bend a finger
without extemal force.

Now | will never awake her.
And she never did come to me
when, again and again, [ ran
from armed and violent men.
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