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G l a d   a s   a n y   y o u n G   B r i d e

at midnight,
in the Belmont hotel,

she melts in the window,
a lantern of yellow heat.

she draws her sweater off,
waits for him to reach for her. 

Floating moon,
come, hold her quiver.

she is bathed 
in your flush,

glad as any young bride.


