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Floating upon 

It amazes me how 

No matter what they say

I love that feeling, that moment 

You know what I hate?

What is confidence but a bridge?

Numb is the feeling

I want to find out 

Something’s gotta give me butterflies,

He and she

When he came today,

When you grow up

Yay to roses and Italian cappuccino, I thought

It felt strange, felt good,

You have to understand

I’m waiting 

Well, it’s a dark time tonight,

When I first saw you,

Tonight I’m dying 

One clean line splits 

Hmm. You know, I never managed to start a band.
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Sunrise, Port Isobel, 2002

Sunset, Port Isobel, 2002

Courtyard, Assisi, Italy, 2005

Kitchen Floor, 2007

High School auditorium, 2006

I.

Floating upon the

dance floor, your hand held by

mine, your eyes take in 

my soul. The music forms a 

mist no eyes can penetrate.

This moment is for 

us, the will of Fate, yet I

will leave tomorrow.

II.

It amazes me how 

fast you forget those struggles 

that gave birth to you.

Things you liked, hated, respected, 

thought good and bad just to fit.

Almost stupid how

you gave up your entire life 

for silly unwanted 

dreams. Was it that bad outside? 

I’ve never been; I’ve always 

been in the between,

and seeing how the people 

went from way to way,

I felt some sadness for them.

Just to fit in. But

who am I to worry

for you? I’ll probably

never fit in.

III.

No matter what they say, 

starting too early is 

as bad as starting too late 

when it comes to aging.

After all, you know they compare 

you with them. You do in turn. 

The score sheet always

checks out. You’re leading...again.

They think you’re more grown, 

so you should know everything,

and you should help them 

because of it. You have to 

go at it alone because 

you’re too old for them.

I know, because I aged fast. 

IV.

I love that feeling, that moment 

when it all falls away.

One perfect instant there’s hope 

for a popular life. That 

feeling must get lost in the world 

of work, places to go.

Like the flood of red dawn or the 

bursting of the moonlight,

I sense revolution in there, 

in the very air, air

soon to be changed. By 

the feeling anew.
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V.

You know what I hate? I

hate people who step on 

other people’s feelings.

I hate feeling something 

I cannot act on since 

nobody wants me to.

Feelings are meant for feeling.

VI.

What is confidence but a bridge?

What is ease but an inner sky?

What is love if not the one and 

the other together at last?

Who am I, if I’m not them too?

VII.

Numb is the feeling

that I get from watching you

with them lovingly,

wondering what they see that

I don’t see in you. When

you start to smile,

faking joy to cover their

awkwardness instead

of being who I know you are,

I wonder if you too feel numb.

I want to feel as

much as you do, but I have

to ask if this is

the best way to do so... but

when I feel how freeing it

is to feel nothing

then I understand how you

would seek to feel

more by feeling nothing ever

than by feeling something else.

VIII.

I want to find out 

all the plans you’ve made.

So I can be there,

see you laugh in rain,

see you dance and sing 

like no one’s watching.

I don’t know how you 

tune them out like you do.

And of course it was

not love on first sight,

‘cause I’m not lucky

like those famed lovers.

I felt you in me

long before we met,

loved you without 

knowing if you did too.

When I finally found 

you, lying on the couch

with a trace of that smile 

I had felt for so long,

I didn’t care who was there...

I needed to be with you.

...not that anyone 

was there to see it.

IX.

Something’s gotta give me butterflies,

and I want it to be your breath floating onto me.

Something’s gotta make me feel alright,

and I want it to be your touch on me.

And I want it to be your breath floating onto me,

that I feel warming my skin in the dusky dawn.

And I want it to be your touch on me,

waking me as the moonlight glimmers on.

That I feel my skin warming in the dusky dawn

as I run my hands through your hair,

waking me as the moonlight glimmers on,

I don’t want anyone but you.

As I run my hands through your hair,

As I lie, comforted by your side–

I don’t want anyone but you.

I don’t want any love but this.
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X.

He and she are

taking a placement test

in Spanish, to not

take it at Roanoke next

year together. I laugh

as they start cheating

by
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