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Spines are chopsticks, forced
between eyelids.
Bodies are missiles, bound
to be left in cold storage,
propped up, surrounded by trapdoors
more ominous than mysterious.

There are wire spiders in these walls,
mushrooms growing out of Ouija boards 
and questions about job security. 
Lack of answers is dampness, a fog that settles
over the safest life available. 


