Our candle grows, as he reads by: Adrian Ernesto Cepeda
me, just like our flame

always has me revealing all h -

| long to feel gripping while, EXC .angln
his running fingers reopening

envelopes, some nights | can hear Llnes

him turning ear bent pages as he
breathlessly reads, teasing exclamations
by accentuating every syllable before
those same fingers damping corners
licking pages...will he notice as |

| follow his winding sentence, between
the climax of our next long distanced

invocation—despite these miles, lf love
the way we softly trade words, allways
undressing me in skin lines, | canffeel

our bodies rhyme without touchiilnlgl
| love the way he addresses— haslimle
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reads me, hils@volilc e ymiyAf | a[miefr e i g nliltiiin g
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