I sit here alone, despondent

and I close my eyes.

It’s an imminent response

that I know is a lie.

Yet your face returns,

because it is etched into my

Memory.

And I am cajoled to learn

all of love’s sensories.

You leave marks in my heart

and soul;

even though we are far apart.

I know that without you

I wouldn’t be whole.

Because my love for you

fills my heart.

Time forces me to open my eyes once more,

my heart singing.

But as I walk through the door,

I feel the coldness of this place.

And am despondent once more.

Until, I close my eyes and once again,

see your face.
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