The Past Perfect

Ray of sun bites my eyelid open

This is the same spot from many years ago

I wake up here, on this blue couch, everyday

All because of the pretty girl

I couldn’t sleep on even the deepest stacks of pillows

This is my choice, but not mine at the same time

I need to be there, again

It is a sad day when I can’t imagine what it was like to be there

That night, many years ago

Though I could say it was my first taste of love

It was not love, and that was fine

A better phrase would be…

“It was my first taste of life”

I have heard that phrase before

On that place where I would sleep,

if only a few days had passed,

I could still smell the “country apple” that existed on her

Or was it “pearberry?”

My memory of that sense is fading now

The only appeal to that nostalgic smell is on a new, fresh day,

when, if I am lucky, some other person that I do not know and that does not know                       

me might be so kind to me, as the stranger, that she, too, puts on that smell 


and I am brought back to a morning when I awoke, sounds of life 

            
ringing my ear until both eyes were awake and not just one 





and then I remember again…

What it was to be that old and still young

Nothing is new anymore

I won’t ever let anything be as good as smelling “country apple”

That was the only thing that will ever be perfect in my life

Or was it “pearberry?”

