Shower Chair Furnished Free

This chair in the shower is cold;
Sits metal, sits flesh.
Who can rest on a shower chair forever?

I grasp the bony rails, knees grazing the gray frame,
The perforated legs, holy legs;
Nag it out, barely nudge it out of the nervous opening;

Through sliding doors that do not slide.

And suddenly turned, it spills, it spits,
And showers out the corrosive blood
Of all those months inside.

I throw it down the cellar stairs.
It lands. But first splatters the black blood,
The fears. All across the wall it splashes,

Pitch black, upon the empty canvas,
Upon the wall that almost reached the door.
It was our life. It is our life.
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