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Ill, Us 
Irritants of love,

living in the sift

of a beloved person: nothing 

against the growing numbness

in my body. Things float

across my line of sight. 

I am too tired in the evening

to speak, let alone to be the woman

you want. I catch the musk

and the fullness of you,

and then beneath it, my own

sweetish smell of illness. I wonder if I did this

to myself. I wonder if I broke,

aching so deeply.

I lost feeling in my mouth

and my arm

for an hour: what I mourned

was kissing 

you, my hand 

on your cheek.
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