
A Solitary Theatre by Brian Rihlmann  
  
how can mere thoughts 
cause your hands  
to ball into fists 
and your teeth to grind 
  
the same way 
a movie scene can 
but you’re the only one 
in this theatre  
  
you look for the door  
there isn’t one  
  
you snip the film 
it sews itself together  
  
you hack the projector cable 
it grows back  
like a lizard’s tail 
  
you describe the horror 
of the scene for the others 
  
they laugh 
squint 
or yawn 
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