After supper

It was only six

but the smell of darkness

itched in our noses,

slipped through our blood.

We positioned ourselves

on the yard and out into the white beaten street,

stood still for a couple of throws,

all had it five or six times

before Bill threw it too far over Joe’s head,

and down the hill

and Ryan said shit

but Bill was already moving

the beat of his steps

falling into the night.

His breath tickling our lungs

like winter,

and we ran,

jackets scratching each other,

bodies loosening into one,

descending into the night. 

