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I felt you more than saw you
Twenty seconds before you came
Into that door
White and red tipped cane
Led you in before me
More than what I needed
Or wanted to feel
Less than see
More real now to me
You've become my antistrophe
Clinging now more to the words
In our fatalistic song
New to me and yet all the more
Your presence mere irony
sealing my fate
closing me in to an an already
desperately foiled escape

My soul all but cracked in two
I wanted to reach out 
to grab a piece of you
to validate my exoneration
repudiated validation
of my visionless aspirations
to feel you between my hands
your skin warm to my frozen glands
hardened with the misery of 
unacceptable realities
your presence my abnormality
reinforced all the more
to me
the same thing I abhor in you
Is viciously claiming me

In keeping distance I keep free
from the harshness of my destiny
your living legacy becomes 
a personal casaulty
all the more remindimg me
reclaiming me
from that which I bargon
reprieve
or a brief sojourn in
ammenities
not mine
but a gift
temporarily bestowed upon me
to harbor in love
and jealousy

Your convex juncture my 
impersonal curiousity
I wanted to seek you out
search your name
on my tongue
feel our uniqueness fade
away
between the one thing
we share, we contain
and learn from you the art
of impassioned
constrain
release me into
your world
of shadows and auditory 
pains before I'm left
to learn our name
as one in
the same

