
Absence… 
 
 
You may have come 
but I am always lost 
for once more 
I don’t remember 
-I never remember- 
how things are when you leave 
everything 
around you 
inside you 
hoping only for a moment of return 
hoping so deeply 
so hard 
that I forgot how to wait 
I forgot what to wait 
Oh God ! 
I have never actually remembered. 
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