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WHAT WILL HAPPEN TO THE MEN
by Sarah Bokich

Let them cook the turkey at Thanksgiving.
Let them pulverize the kale and peel the potatoes.

Let them fret in the break room about my mood.
Let them feel anxious about the tone in my email.

Let them gently shape my decisions and curry my favor.  
Let them absorb my displeasure.

Let them be pleasant, carved out of painted Lucite.
Let them try to always oblige.

Let them cramp and bleed and hide it.
Let them bind their fat bodies.

Let them harvest themselves.
I will criticize the soil, the tiller, and the wheat.

Let them flagellate themselves 
in the thousand different ways we perfected.
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