
Afternoon 
By Samantha Lê 
 
 
on the phone with you  
a door creaks 
 
in the room of your life  
you are alone 
receiving  
sad ghosts of our own 
 
are you tired yet of copper-tasting  
doubts  
never been nicked 
like a bloody hangnail 
never been caked 
by a wild  
woman  
snailing her tongue down  
the depths of your throat 
like a leviathan 
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