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The unavoidable stare

of bygone times:

A wet rag carelessly tossed

atop the heater.

If only he had known then

that fate is avoidable.

He slept peacefully then,

Now he sleeps even deeper.

After he is removed

from the cold, metal table

and unwrapped

from re-used sheets,

only pennies will keep

his gaze from frightening

the maggots.

