
BeMath Speech 

lay wry still, lool.:ing up at the undersides of words. 

Pink was pink all the way through, like any organ might be, 


plncked from the body anJ held quiet on a little 


Night was a slarry dish. One side convex, one side concave. 


This must be! /ike winter /or /ish, she thought, 


and all the nouns went seamless as ice and slightly opaque. 


If she put out her tongue, she might stay tl1ere forever. 


In the air, the smell of snow like bits of speecl1-may I 


have a little word?, she wondered, because or so to cover me-
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