KNUTE SKINNER
SHORT OF EATING SLUGS

Dunstan at three finds slugs beneath each stone.
Fondles them, hugs them, likes to chew them up.
Delights in everything that’s like a slug.

Even the yellow haddock on his plate

Is obvious to him in its resemblance.

When he repeats to me that boys like slugs,

It seems I've made the statement necessary.
Though, short of eating them, I like slugs too.
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