
 

Desire 
 

I lay here 
Sleeping one night 

When Desire 
Swept over me 

Like a river 
Tossing me and 

Turning me 
Over and over again. 
I came to rest, finally 

Belly up 
And wet 

Like some odd, aquatic thing 
On the beach 

Writhing 
As though dying 

Over and over again. 
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