The Middle Period

The feeling has returned.  Suddenly, everything is smaller.

I am tired of the bed with its ink spots left

from pens I forgot to cap.  I am tired of sitting on the chair

with my legs crossed, one under the other.   I am tired

of the food, of the air.  I sleep in a hotel every night.

This is a great experiment in combustion with very poor data.

This is my picture, sloping line of my jaw, eyes looking into

a distance that is not measured.  This is my voice, reading slow,

the words I have written, strange.  I predict the future.

The answer is "no."

"It gets better," she says.  I've heard it.

The calm assertion that things will fall into place,

the struggle, if not won, will stop.  I can accept losing.  I can

accept everything:  friends are not friends, lovers

are people I cannot stand.  Eventually, standing alone

in a crowded room will not be a trial.  The world will open up, 

and a person I never met will be in it, waiting as I have been.  

I will open my mouth, and speak

words that I have written, without grimacing.

They will be true, because I have lived through this time,

and the fire yet to happen.

