Measuring-Blocks

(Once meant as consolation

to Ania and myself)

The four of us:

How strangely sad, 

That our professed dreams and 

Lonely ambitions run so false

To our short-term desires.

The long haul, what is it,

Except a blurred series of 

Unexplored moments?

I don’t feel long-term desires, 

Except as a momentary flash

Of future moments, culminations

Of long moments of work,

Ten years’ practice of scales

Compressed into a single run of

Fingers on metal and wood.

Two of us male, two female,

Nothing more natural in the world.

But which combination fits?

An outside force is present,

Someone else perhaps a 

Better match.

Always the symmetrical, the 

Perfect pattern, is a lie, askew.

And perhaps our desires lie

Not on some forbidden plane

But on a side issue, forgotten in

The innuendo of our times.

Innocence is so hard to protect,

Needs to be alone yet not seem so,

Or is it the other way around?

Simply climbing a tree, or

Walking for miles side-by-side,

Talking about—not nothing,

Less than that, things that can’t

Be expressed outside of a given place

And time.  More than words.

And always the tug of normality,

Of what everyone else insists, 

With dull unknowing panic, 

Must be so.

Re-Measuring

to Ania with love

The two of us:

What a turning over 

of everything on its head

this was for me.

To say no twice

without conviction

and then yes for certain

is twice to be a fool!

To read again 

what I once had thought 

never to revise

is to wonder what I meant

by professed dreams.

I said I don’t feel 

long-term desires,

yet I followed my stated 

duty and force of habit,

unwilling to be wrong.

Or perhaps that’s unfair

to myself, and there’s a 

better explanation for what I did.

I spent the last year

wondering why my feelings

never added up,

measuring again and again the

pleasure of duty,

of homework first 

and the supposed joy of knowing

she was practicing 

rather than be with me,

putting her future first, 

so that some day we could be…

happy?  Plenty of time for that

when we retire, then we’ll have 

nothing better to do 

than be in love.  

Might as well.  I’m sorry

that I can’t avoid a little sarcasm

at such a joyless kind of life.

An outside force was present,

and then another, and several more.

The boy from Texas drifted away,

and we saw much more of 

someone who matched none of us,

yet somehow completed us all,

half in another world.

At a time when you three taught me

to let go and trust,

I was learning from my 

then-girlfriend that I needed to change,

that relaxation is socially unacceptable

and justice is more important than peace.

She was tired of me only doing things

because she told me to.  

I was tired of being told.

We had been going like this for so long

that perhaps the only reason I can give

to you, the only person who deserves

or needs to know,

is that I wanted to be sure, before changing my mind,

that this new way of measuring the world was really the more accurate,

that if I left her it would not be just a trade-up, trying something new.  

I wanted to be certain that the 

beam of the scales would be left twisted and bent in the arguments that ensued,

and that having crossed over, I would

never again have cause to compare

the past with now, or you

with any old forgotten love.

