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My belly is the softest dream I have,

all white and stretched and kneaded.

l bring my belly with me everywhere-
the sagging soufflä- even as it sloughs
off onto the sidewalk at diners, cafäs,
soft pretzel one seventy-five.

“Sir, you dropped this.” A boy holds out a loaf
baked golden brown.

I horror. I nightmare. I h0ller‚
clammy-handed, finger pointed. “That’s not mine. ’
That’s not mine,” sweating in the sun.

Bargteil 4 1

Bargteil: My Belly Is the Softest Dream I Have

Published by The Open Repository @ Binghamton (The ORB), 2013


	HP_V12N2_ 4_Bargteil
	HP_V12N2_ 5_Bradley

