Conversations in the last room.
[bookmark: _GoBack]And then you said...
nothing.
Even when there were words,
in those last few days,
they were jumbled -
a mumble barely above the register of the heating system,
or of the muted city behind safety glass
that persisted in its early spring
while we failed to talk.
Instead, 
I held your hand,
and we suffocated in the desert-heat of your room.
