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FO rmer companion,

You are not

Who I thought.

Yet no use, none

In refusal

To admit

A difference still-—

Your voice, how

It seems with you-

Those shadows

Approximations

Hold and follow—how
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Are they made, nerves

I mean, what are they?

Are you ever

Sad or void

Absented from

Is it some shape

You once called

Love and struggle,

Or from knowledge

0f that shape

Instead of

A trailing off?

Traces

Frail, persistent

On an indistinct

Horizon—

Creatures

Nearly present

Nearly explosive—



What are they?

There are

Have been

Explanations

Too many

So none

Quite true

And happy

New year

To you, too.
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