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intentional upon this sea, | must let go
of myself, let go of me.
The pain is a gift, and the gift is the pain,
N\
rspeaks of what ghosts remain.

As | rustled here and there, | sometimes saw her,
and | cared.

: \ | cared? | paused to ponder,

On my way to work, then home again, I'd wonde
Seen her around, eyes to the sky, not down,
~or level, almost childlike, asking why.
Got the vibe that she was nervous,
Nervous yet trying to act impervious.
There was something about her,

B0 X something was off,

- Should | have embraced this feeling or not?
" I sensed a danger and a plot.
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Then one day, she was just gone.
Kept waiting to see her, by store windows
_and manicured lawns.

Seasons changed, but her absence
remained,
What happened to her?
' Cold and ill dressed for the rai
' Did I fail her?
Did | not see?
Or did | see too plainly,
then say, no not me?





