
boxing gloves 
 
 
they are still on 
the table 
where I left them 
the day I refused 
to fight my father 
 
they are the color of dried blood 
and resemble the torn 
out hearts of bulls 
 
when I visit 
my father never talks about them 
but they are always there 
 
the somber smell of old 
dust and leather 
 
lumped and tied together 
with a frayed shoelace 
 
 
 
 
    from blue crow 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


