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Taking off my skin

I fly off into the night 

To seek alien blood.

Some say they see me in a ball of fire.

Nonsense, I say, arrant rubbish.

I have never been more than a puff of smoke

A few minor sparks, a sputter or two.

A less inflammatory being you cannot imagine.

  

But, to escape the high walls

That surround me,

I take flight every night.

Peering through windows,

Tasting a little blood here,

A little there – not breaking the skin,

Though I give up my own 

For some malicious child to spread salt on.

Coming to earth again,

I try to hide the taste of blood

Behind my eyes. But the village shuns me,

Talks behind my back,

Though they all drink blood too 

But in the heat of noon, watered with rum

And compressed into fat black sausages 

By the women outside the rumshop.

I am a mere mosquito to them.

I wither into an old crone,

Wrap my salted skin around me,

Revel in that name they call me,

And hope that,

One night,

Flying into the moon,

The call of blood will recede

And I will leave my skin behind for always.
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