Softly Sulking August 20, 2002

A bead is trapped

between two lashes.

It can only escape

when it is batted out.

It crawls to the nose,

stuck there for a few seconds;

it wants to be brushed away,

yet it is left to fend for itself.

The bead is left to travel

across the bridge,

leaving a trail

of memories behind.

From there it runs

onto the pillow,

joining the others

in a moist gathering.

The meeting spot

is the place from which the cheek shies.

Who wants to sleep on a dampened case,

for it just returns the pain.

