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A Small Room 
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In this small room

where winter keeps putting its hand

through the cracks,

we learn again

how little is needed

for love to remain

Like a candle bending in its own breath,

your coat over the back of mine,

the window full of dark.

Outside, the city

goes on spending itself 

lamps, laughter, the joys and  noise  streets of the rich.

But here in this small room.

your hands are enough to alter the night.

Here, even ours hungers

sits more quietly beside us.

You turn toward me

as if sorrow were only a cloudy day,

as if two people

might yet outlive the cold winter night. 

And I,

who have so little to offer,

bring you this

my shoulder,

my listening,

the last warm place in the room.

Let others sing

of great houses,

of gold,

of love dressed properly for the world.

Ours is the poorer miracle:

a flame not going out,

your face in its trembling,

and the night, for one hour,

unable to take you from me.
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Guilt
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never leaves me alone.

When I think it is gone,

it shows itself again.

I lose myself

in moments of pain,

the cost of age,

the cost of being.

I may run,

may lose myself,

but it finds me

and confusion returns.

Sometimes

the one I hurt,

the one I really hurt,

does not know.

Just one slip,

one moment of weakness.

Sadness enters,

and with it

a kind of tenderness.

The bitterness of it

is never far.

We live it.

We call it life,

this bitter sweetness.

All shared moments

are mixed.

And these occurrences

bring us to ourselves

without the charade.
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Beautiful Waste Land
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Beautiful waste land,

this terrible feeling.

It comes like fever,

like a river after rain,

dragging branches,

dragging light,

dragging the names

we once gave each other.

For a moment

it is bigger than love,

bigger than us.

Then it turns stupid

makes fools of us,

asks to be worshipped,
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