[Shadow]

As my shadow mimics my every move— 

I sit in my room staring at my screen,

she moves as I do, yet I feel detached from her.

I feel her distance…

I know at nights she tries to escape me,

furthering herself from my body.

Sometimes I cannot be away from her, 

so I sit alone in the darkness to recollect my thoughts.

I try so hard not to offend her,

but it’s hard peeing in the dark,

  it’s hard making love,

    it’s hard doing many things…without her near.

Why we cannot share a world,

is quite a mystery to me,

but I hope she knows…

Knows that I do not hate her.   

[Twirl]

She walks in:

The twirling of hair,

Fingers moving and pinching.

I kissed a boy—

A circus boy.
A traveler—

He’s leaving tomorrow.

Sitting in this classroom—

I wonder.

Baked goods—

Wrapped in Ceran.

Pen to hand—

Hand to pen..paper to pen.

A bright vibrating neon green phone—

Calling her out, asking her questions.

A hair pull—

The twirling continues.

[The Photos in the Closet]

Your smile, how it still makes me grin,
Love apparent—

Not yet gone.
The day we kissed out by the lake—

I remember the cold icy water on that hot summer’s day,

You looked so beautiful in that sunlight.

Kisses and surprised looks,
Cowboy hats and finger guns—

Far from well-dressed.
When we spent all day in your room

And covered the window with blankets, 

So that our night would never end.

Ourselves, in our element…
You and me—

The beauty it once was.

[I hear nothing in return...]

I feel the cool breeze 

that creeps its way through my window—

Sitting and hearing the rain drops I’ve longed for...

Where have you been I ask, 

and hear nothing in return—

Sitting and seeing the light that flickers from my closet...

Why do you choose to flicker I ask,

and hear nothing in return—

A can of black liquid knocked over in the center of my room...

What has happened to you I ask, 

and hear nothing in return—

My mind drifts to times with her…

And I ask what have I done...

I answer, 

I’ve changed.  

