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R icardo Mea ns-Ybarra 

When I squ e.z you, I worry about 
your thin chest 

del icate, as if mad of 
hollow bones, meant only to keep 
you r heart from beating through. 

And ! l ike to kiss 
the val l ey between your brea t 
that, l ike a mall  b wl, 
could hold a l ittle sip of water 
or maybe stop a cherry from running 
down onto your neck. 

so 


