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We’d tumble down the basement stairs
inside our sleeping bags, on weekends,
 
line them up at the base of the couch,
and switch on the Spice Channel, scrambled such
 
that the flesh came through in spurts of blue
and green, but still clear enough for the bright eyes
 
at the backs of our minds. You’d hear it, past
the TV’s fluttering dim, that chuffing
 
of wrists on polyester, hydraulic,
and in the morning, we’d kick our stiff tissues
 
to the feet of our mummy bags, roll them up,
and cinch them tight. Monday afternoons
 
we stripped out of our shoulder pads and showered
together, always wearing our spandex
 
girdles, not so much afraid to be naked
as to be seen as queer or anything
 
close, and I remember once, after
our elbows touched one night, Evan crossed
 
the wide tiled room where profanity
and bluster ricocheted like laughter,
 
marched right up to me, and twisted his thumb
deep into my wet bruises.

Team Parties

JP GRASSER


