To Lauren, 1:11 AM

December Sixteen, 

2001




Distilled by daylight from those thoughts I wrote




Night of our latest meeting face-to-face,




When, pitting thought vs. sleep I’d lost all hope




Of peace, this is a poem of time and place.




No word was uttered nor note played whose intention




Was not built out of doubt in layered streaks,




Forged by our faulty tongues with each past mention,




Forever changed by each of us who speaks.




I once wrote us to be in perfect time—




No lie, a naïveté, I did not see;




To try to move in octaves is a crime,




And dissonance makes stronger harmony.




But on the road toward resolution’s bells,




We seek those few permitted parallels.

