...june 17, 1991...

we met at half past two —

you chatted endlessly

about a lover and a life

with parties born in wine

and memories like graffiti

on the walls you left behind —
you also talked the weather
until the rains returned

then you talked of schedules
that meant we had to leave —

we left like strangers ending
an unrecorded hour

come from nowhere saying nothing
you had not said before
until the clock reminded you
~you had to catch a train
& promising that someday
£ we must do this again.




