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You and Me
One leg feels as heavy as the other and

Both together weigh as heavy as your guilt.

You called me your ‘prodigal’; if only you knew

What that means; if you only knew me.

Striding ascension through my torso

I am riddled with condescension.

Prodigal?  Am now: am depraved; deprived;

Amoral; lost; blamed; guilty; innocent.

What happened to you?  Pathogenically frozen:
Selfish, solipsistic, egotistical, egocentric.

‘. . . Disinterested . . .’?  More like uninterested.

Where did you go?  Did I deserve this?

‘For the best,’ you said, ‘don’t worry,’ grief stricken.

‘You’ll be safe;’ get the violins, ‘just stay here.’  And what?

And play your silly game?  What about me and my game? My rules?

Do what you want.  There’s nought which I can do.

