
	 …november 8, 1991…

how could i not be here 
writing letters to your memory –
rearranging photographs 
and drinking coffee
in this friendship afternoon
of conversations sorting out the world?

how could i not be here
ironing old costumes new
to camouflage myself
in secret histories
of lives that we have yet to be
when this moment is no longer real –

how could i not be here?
weaving images of solitude
through undulating days and years –
wondering if there
would really be a difference
if i was – quite suddenly – not here.
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