January 2, 9 om0

a curious sense of space

has filled

the corners of the room

since you departed - quietly -
and doors were closed behind -

i keep listening

to a still

that does not let me in -

as if waiting for some sound
that says you have returned -

returned in thought -

if nothing else -

on this imagined day -

as if our vanished words still chat
in corners i can't see.
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