Mangled Disembodied

SANTEE FRAZIER

Forgive Mangled. His rib cage is bird song, the white ruin rot
deep in the sockets and maw. His metal-etched skin flayed
from dull machinery. His fable, a deformed wheeze, conjured
in the fright. Mangled’s ankles the color of ochre shine,
stomping his death dance through the ditch, pow-wowing
the sock-nub in the lawn chair. Soaked in mumbling,
Mangled chants in guttural deep. The embalming foretold in
the skillet shine, a funerary face bright as spokes, lobes
adorned with etched jade. The dim brain dimmer as the bits
of him are dumped in a box labeled “Slum Chief.” Mangled
rattles like wet bark.
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