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The madrepora damicornis var-

-iet, a tear sent shiv’ring hot down Lou-

-ie’s cheek the night that Bessie died. The bar

she’d left was silent and the car she’d used

was totaled and the voice she’d bet on groaned,

the blues she whispered, bleeding black and blue,

(and Louie was backstage when he was phoned)

the bootleg gin she drank was seeping through.

The madrepora damicornis var-

-iet, the words she heard inside her head,

was sure she’d seen them somewhere, mystic words,

she asked them for some dope, her face was flushed

from pain, she tried to tell them what she saw

out there while waiting at the hospital.
