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Too Soon
Your face, once calm, now swells with intense rage;

Your eyes, once pure, now stare among the dark;

The mirror shows you to be helpless, and

Yet, you portray your angst toward your friend.

I am your friend; I was your friend: I was

Befriended by your beauty, and I was 

Belittled by your coldness.  For Arctic

Winters froze too much, too soon.  Congeal me.

Your eyebrows furrow in disgust.  But why

Have you arrived to feel this way?  Unfair?

Yes.  You did not let me articulate 

My feelings.  You did not help me help you.

‘Just wait’, you said.  ‘Not now’, again.  But I

Was here for when you changed your mind.  But it

Was not to be.  Your face: intense. Your eyes:

Now blank.  Your heart: ice cold.  Too much, too soon.
