In Love
Viada Teper

The theater in Santiago de Cuba opens its mouth—
long, wooden plank teeth
suck us in every morning.

We are not here to watch.
We are here to meld.

From inside, the world is a
gaping hole with trees.

From inside, we stretch
towards the ceiling,

move beyond our dimensions,
toward the infinite,

the intimate.

Willing our pelvises to move first,

we will our snake selves, our swan selves
into being.
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