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Roused
That day when we both woke

Separate and found shoes torn

Beneath messy bedspreads

- that day when skies were tinged blue,

I was squinting hard at distant

Haze when you cried out 

Disinterest in us, uninterested in this

- I just closed that cold curtain shut,

Sliding soft silk caresses that which

You no longer; talking fiends

Find me more friendly as I’m leaving
- monotony blasts back as I slam lonely doors closed.

