
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
the women that left me 
as i left them  
were not subtle.  
none of us were  
more than what we left. 
a few candles touching darkness  
the way we touched each  
other without  
meaning 
to touch more. 
 
in those days  
if i wanted more 
                    i would go to museums  
                                        and touch the glass. 
 
 
                                      when i wanted more. 
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