
IO THt I|RITTR

Thoughts ofyou satiate me.

Your smile & soothing voice
remind me to exhale.

When I breathe in the air, it is laced
with cravings for your essence:

the smell of your neck,
the taste of the sweat that seeps

from your skin.

You are with me at night.
Visions of you 1u11me into dreams
that leave me yearning
for ataste of you the morning after.

In my mind, I've committed the greatest of sins-
Having another, after all this time, enter my spaces.

YouVe visited me countless times
&with open arms,
I welcome you back, again.

In my mind, I've experienced you
as you uncover what has been hidden
deliberately.

In truth &with time, when we come together
it will merely be a moment on the continuum
of satisfaction.
A moment that we've crafted
long before with thoughts &words.
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When I choose to love you,
you will know it.
In true Libra fashion,
my love will come fast,
it will come hard,
& it will run deep.

You will not know what hit you,
but, as it is a steady love

you will have time to unwrap it.

Bit by bit,
poco a poco,

you will come to know
that every
poem
text
voice message

is a gift that serves as testimony.

I pray you are a worthy witness-
That in full presence

you can receive the power
of my gift
& respond graciously.
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You are now a relic
which stands in my
museum of lost loves.

God knows I tried to love you,
tried to help you see that the
world you choose to exist in
is one of many & not
the only one.

I tried to be a good friend
even when you were not one to me.

Even as you kept me tucked away
for easy access.

&with a pure heart, I complied.

I tried not to burden you
so I kept thoughts to mysel{,
only to rcalize that my silence
could not protect me.

Family

Friends

God Herself

told me about my silence,
but I did not listen.
I went vipassana on my emotions;
keeping my observations & thoughts
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to myself for my safety...&yours.
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Here is my invitation
for you to bend towards
justice.
My arc of self bends

in favor of love-

Asking hard questions
& waiting for answers

that dont offer conclusions,
just more wonderings
about how to live a life
worthy of the children
who come after us.



A daughter is a gift
from God that passes

through the womb of
the mother.

-For Olivia
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