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Picasso

Robert Meyer

Picasso stares from the wall
he looks at our bodies
rearrangedandentangled

on the bed.

He is taking my eyes

and stretching them

around the sides of my head.
Uou now have 3 breasts,

2 noses and

only 1 eye that I can see.
Welayentangled

in a heap ‘
breathingtogetherrhythmically
we touch in many places
some places we can't
getio at all.

Picasso turns his gaze away
and smiles.
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