
We Should All Have One
Great Love

by Jerry Ratch

My dumb body
that does not speak
still
cried out your name
last night.
Did you hear it,
maybe
in your sleep?

My bones that lie
in the ground
still move
toward you
and no one knows this
but me,

and now you too
should be aware
that I am still your
lover
from time to time.
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