
On the Eve of Twenty-nine

On the one hand,

I wished the weather beautiful, early Spring.

From the radio, carefully selected musical reminders

Of Summers spent happily among friends

Waft through the crisp air and with them comes

Reminders of foul balls, broken windows,

Neighbors’ pool parties, walks on the beach

With water too cold to swim.

Lights off, music plays, milky white moon light

Splashes through the room.

Conversations with girls long since relinquished

But never forgotten echo with a mixture

Of reminiscence and haunting,

And I smell grass stains.

On the other,

The clear day and music emphasize

The emptiness of the room.

The crisp air quickly fills the void

Left by friends and family

Strewn across the country like

Dirty socks strewn across my floor.

On the other side of the night lies

The reality of broken dreams and self promises.

Cards and calls come, wishing happiness, joy,

Fun, sometimes sincerely wished, sometimes

Nothing more than convention.

The celebration drink taken alone

Tastes bitter but is needed to wash down

The memories of eves of nine and nineteen

And the expectations that they brought.

And tomorrow brings nothing

Of what youth so boisterously predicted

And the results are a mere husk,

And the hopes are the grass stains

That I smell.


