We Workshop Love

Asleep, drifting through the butterfly valve
  but safe beneath dressing gowns, I crave 
  you, or that you crave me. Let’s let the lathe
and its duck fat lithium grease lip salve
smooth that out to I love you. You can mouth
  that to me across the street, empty save
  for two diesel-slick pigeons, who behave
poorly, whinging and spitting. Babe, how’ve
we got like this? The moon’s garlic breath 
  put me in this stinking mood. Before proof
    comes the sound of laughing chainsaws beneath
    the bed tearing towards today, all teeth, 
  open wide—it simply lacks that lifely oomph!
that soap operas lack when dealing with death.
