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 The Picture

We embrace

(proof is your
arm around my back)

it’s windy, I
wear a gray overcoat

leaves swirl
falling

forever yours you whisper while

in the
background coals appear

white
horses

the pit full
of dead

tree with
heads hanging from its branches

the silent
declaration of gravesites

people with
candles

grieve
silently

as it rains
darkness and

while all this
happens

your face
vanishes

from the
picture and

this loss, so
small in the dead Cosmos

that surrounds
us

this exact
insignificant loss

gives this
picture

the priceless
value

of the for
ever lost.
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 Optimism

One day we’ll
meet again.

You’ll wear
your face and

the gray
raincoat

it’ll be a bit
windy,

as when we had
that stroll,

asphodels will
fly between us

the ancient
ruins

will get
filled by pollen

haze will
cover our kiss.

Your lips
warm.

Then you: this
will never end.

And I: this
will end.

In Antarctica
a ball of snow melts and

somewhere else
a continent sinks in the void.

In the ancient
agora a man, a woman

joyously
saunter

unsuspecting
of what comes next.
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 Guilt

I’m guilty, I
confess.

The last poem
I wrote for you.

Mitigating
circumstances: the rain

the endless
cigarettes, alcohol

perhaps even
your body

as memory of
what never happened.

In reality I
wrote about some other things

for that story
in the Garden,

that you never
took the courage

you never
learned

you never
asked.

And last
night, I confess

I wrote a
verse for you

sorrowful and
naked

in this smudgy
always half finished

poem of my
life.
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 At the Movie
Theater

I’ll wear the
new red overcoat.

You will wear
your blue shirt and jeans.
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