Broken-Hearted Lover’s Reiteration

(for J.T.H.)

As always                                                              you are

there 

I catch a glimpse                                                    of you

from my peripheral vision

the curve of your lashes

as they slide 

into the aexpression of surprise

that is the arch of your brow

. . . and you never said:

until death

do us part     yet

you shadow me like death

a black shroud slowly enfolding

me

and until eternity         I

will always see you 

from the corner            of my eye

hiding

lurking behind some curve

always out of reach.

©

