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The Twist of Time

by Samuel Ludke

In the cradle of dusk, where moments bleed,

I stood in the fold where time starts to recede.

The clocks were drunk, the stars forgot their name,

And nothing around me ever stayed the same.

I wore your shadow like a sacred shroud,

I called your name through the veils of cloud.

But silence answered, as it often does,

And I remembered what forgetting was.

Walk away from me—if you must,

But leave behind a trace of dust.

A single breath, a curl of hair,

To prove to me that you were there.

I loved you, not in passing flame,

But in the way the wild forgets its name.

Like rivers love the ocean’s skin,

Forever losing, yet pouring in.

We danced once under clocks unturned,

Where hours melted and the sun never burned.

We bent the noon, we bruised the dawn,

And blinked—and just like that, you were gone.

Come outside, come see my world—

Where petals fall but never unfurl,

Where trees remember every sigh,

And butterflies wear storms as they fly.

Here, even the winds recite your face,

In verses born of empty space.

The moon is fractured, the skies confess,

Every star scribbles your old address.

But you walk on in a different lane,

Wearing perfume laced with my pain.

The minutes tremble as you pass by,

Like autumn leaves too proud to cry.

And I—I build with shattered glass,

A castle where the echoes pass.

Each wall is carved from yesterday,

And every hallway dares you to stay.

Would you walk in, if I left the door

Cracked like the heart you once swore

Would never close or drift apart,

Would beat forever—two minds, one heart?

I loved you like the ocean grieves—

Soft at the shore, wild in the deep.

You knew the depth, you kissed the foam,

But left before I called it home.

The twist of time, oh cruel, divine,

It tangled yours and severed mine.

A moment’s gap, a misplaced breath,

And love became a kind of death.

Walk away from me, as fate insists,

But feel the tug that still exists.

For every step you take from me

Distorts the thread of memory.

In my world, clocks bloom on trees,

And minutes rain like autumn leaves.

The sun is shaped like your soft smile,

And every hour begs you to stay awhile.

You once said time could never chain

A heart that knew both joy and pain.

But darling, time was never fair—

It twisted us beyond repair.

Still, I keep a mirror made of sand,

It holds your touch like the lines on my hand.

I speak to it when dreams collapse,

And ask where you went between the gaps.

There’s music here, you used to play,

It folds the night, reshapes the day.

But now it cries in minor chords,

A symphony of unsheathed swords.

Come outside and see my world,

The banner of stars I once unfurled.

I made it all to make you stay,

But now it wilts with every day.

A garden blooms from every tear,

Each flower named after what you fear.

There’s “Loneliness,” in velvet blue,

And “Never Again,” which looks like you.

And I, the gardener, still remain,

Kneeling in the midnight rain.

Pulling weeds of bitter doubt,

Whispering, “She’ll find her way out.”

But you—you breathe in linear light,

While I sleep backwards through the night.

You age in steps, I fall in loops,

You climb the hill, I haunt the roots.

I called your name—it echoed wrong,

As if it were a stranger's song.

Each syllable a fading ghost,

Each vow just smoke I loved the most.

I loved you like a child trusts dawn,
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