
	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 


    Dialogue 


God, you beauty, lying 

Over my bed with your hair, 

Folded thickly around like

Dough over a mother’s arms. 


Pretense as though darkened 

Would it only tongue the words

it speaks 


My god how lovely, 

Breathing into my pillows

And curling your fingers

Around the space where I once lay. 



