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You went without telling. I dream about you day and night. The least you could have done is to tell me and maybe we could have gone together. Or just bid you goodbye. Each day the curtain of night falls upon me, my grief is ignited. I eat grief, I sleep grief. Grief is mud. I walk through hip-high mud daily. I am in the middle of a twister that wreaks havoc all around me. Sometimes showers and storms pop up when I least expect them. The cave in my heart is hollow. Will it ever be occupied? The bats in the cave look forward to your return. I walk in the dark and I feel my way as I slowly go up. Will I ever see light? Your pictures on the wall are always a torment. They remind me when life was alright. But they also remind me a bad acid trip. The memories keep coming up and wounding me anew. I am homesick but I know my home no longer exists. The loss and the pain is all I have left of you. The grief has made me smaller inside. When the memories come visiting, I feel like my heart will collapse in on itself, but it does not. I feel spaces opening up inside me like rooms that I have never explored in a building. I cannot fight back the grief because it will claw me on the chest like a grizzly. I recall the priest’s words, “till death do you part,” and my pillow soaks. The words burn like a rod and I feel shortchanged and cheated. I find comfort in the thoughts that we will one day be reunited.      

