I did not (But they did)

I could have raised my hand

In a feeble gesture

Muttered the customary words of goodbye.

My heart is as cold as the Coke in the freezer.

I could have drawn out a handkerchief, and 

In spasms of tears

Bidden you farewell

Eyes following you towards the point where my eyesight dims.

My eyes are as dry as a stone of the great Gobi Desert.

I could have accompanied you down the secluded memory lane

Where both of us, in the younger years long past

Laughed merrily as one, and played in the light of childhood, right until the

Shadow of adolescence instilled in us a need for seclusion. 

My feet are as still as the eternal Stonehenge.

Maybe you lead me, for I have forgotten the way down this winding road.

Within the weeping and raving crowd

I turn back, trace my steps 

Straight into this humane embodiment

Weaving through this throbbing heart

I turn back.

When will these strangers leave?

And I leave, alone.

