Dry Guillotine

The rocket Ariane lifts off in French Guiana,
Payload augmented by the latitude,

And that is just as well, if to increase its freight
One adds those who might once have seen it fire.
It is a last escape-kite, bold if much too late,

For both the Devil and his Islanders.

Back to his home black hole the one, to freest space
Each who was prisoner: the murderer,

Child murderer, wife killer, murderer for pay.
To lovely orbit bears the rocket those.

Or, better still, incinerates them as it goes.



