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my very missed, when will you hold me again? the awayness is becoming too much. in the night,
when 1 jolt open & find it’s only an hour since i fell asleep, in those moments the bridge to
morning seems too far, & too frail, & i think i see fraying on some of the ropes, & 1 hesitate to
risk my weight on it. there are rocks below. & when will you hold me? the windows fill with ink
& all the space inside me (i think it’s mainly space inside now) fills with stars, & each one is a
reflection of a light in your streets, a sighting of you. & a hope for you. but your streets are bright
& busy, even at this hour, & do not notice my awayness, & you’ll never hold me again, i know
this. & how do we hope in the face of knowing? it shouldn’t be possible, but i do; people do.
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