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Even now, an adult living alone,
I often surface suddenly at midnight
from symphonic dreams of which her heartbeat is
the metronome. Or, looking up, I see
the barred and bell-shaped shadow of her rib-cage
hovering overhead, dripping dark drops
in my fear-cold tea.

I.e 66 1

Le: Riddle

Published by The Open Repository @ Binghamton (The ORB), 2012


	HP_V12N1_ 66_Le

