The Cats Will Play

The neighbors invited a friend

Ale flows into them like a waterfall into a river

Watching TV the three sit on the couch

Kittens playfully wrestle under a stop-sign table supporting a beer can pyramid

The room is dark, illuminated by scarce beams of light that shine

Through blinds of a sliding glass door

The TV flickers images bright enough to occasionally light the room

They are on the floor now, all three drinking on the carpet

The cats meow as they frantically paw each other

The boys sit opposite each other, freshly healed tattoos on all of them

The symbolic scorpion entices the dragons, stings them with its lips

It begins; three become one

The two are swaying slightly; she flops like a fish and is speared

The guest holds his head, dizzy from drunkenness no doubt

They laugh sidesplitting, hysterical laughter

Her face is red, eyes bulging

The boys beam brightly

The friend holds hands with her and she is silent

Skin caresses skin

The room is humid, fresh rain outside

The rain is hot like sweat

Is it love, no

Friendship,

Brotherhood

The cats still play in the corner

