Blackout
I feel my interest flickering

like an almost burnt out light bulb

useless filaments rolling around in my brain

Is it my fault?

Probably. 

We go through the motions

Programmed in our routines

Lifeless

No passion, no care

No hatred, no fury

Where are the arguments?

And the apology flowers?

The anxiety and concern?

We are as exciting as

burnt and grayed charcoal

discarded after a festive barbeque

Neither of us will bother to
relight the grill
even though I’m still starving inside.

I can’t tell you I’m hungry

That’s something you need to decipher,

To interpret from this collage of words

Hopefully before the last sparks of our light bulb

grow dim

