
It's never

So simple 
as

A rose in 
bloom

The mere­
tricious
chain of command

Her hands

And her eyes 
but her nose 
and her 
lips as well

If they were 
natural objects

I'd put them 
away

to bring them 
out to comfort me 
on a special day

I have a piece 
of gnarled wood 
that I look at 
often

like that
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