Dawn breaks its shell of night
its yolk pours into the harbor of day

submerging stars and moon into its

deepening bright abyss

lovers rapturous consume each other
feeding with a hunger that will not be
tamed until somehow all their suffering
goes away

this never happens

a great lake stretches out its diamond belly
striped with movement—stretch marks on
a woman ripe for birth

T llfe more useful

but first, sweet reunion in the soil of things.
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On a plane descending into South Bend, Indiana.
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