Untitled #3
Tiny voices on the wind call your name

and remind me

not of good times, 

Happy, care free, loving times

and not of bad times

Angry, bitter, hurtful times

But of you and how you stood

calm and strong at the centre

of this whirl-wind life.

How I held you up

and depended on you

on your strength.

My centre, my root, my love

and now the voices seem a hurricane

unstoppable

and I miss you.

Not the hugging or the kissing

the coy smiles and close times

the glue that reminded me of the kind of person

that I wanted to be

and so held me true to that

I hope I fair as well alone

as I did with you beside me

I will—

You have taught me that.

