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He presses the Sawzall to

her chest, slices skin to bone.
This unzipping of skin does
not stop our breaths—we’re used to

invasion of the body,

the way his fingers pinch

into her pockets as though
for a cloth or a quarter.

Grasping bone ends, he spreads
her pinkish ribs, not breaking
a sweat, to find what he’s come
for: such a small thing, really,

he plucks it easily.

Fingers bloodied, he holds out
the heart to us: take it, see,
it is no bigger than your fist.
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