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[bookmark: _GoBack]You sprang out of bed, spectacularly late
Your trait.
I couldn’t guess it would be the 
last time your bare feet would
ever touch mine.
You kissed me goodbye, forever my love
The stain of your lips pressed eternally
against my cupid’s bow.
At 9.14 your plane soaring through
Shimmering, sunlit, sparkling, September skies
ploughed into the North Tower
of the World Trade Centre,
Destroying you, destroying me, destroying life.

I raced upstairs.
The duvet was pulled back on the bed you would never
lie in again,
The sweated imprint of your body
Staining the sheets in perfect form,
The beaded outline
Screaming your absence
Not just from this room, but from life itself.
And as I lay down on my side
Knowing you will never encase your body with mine in love again,
The stain of my falling tears mingled with 
your perspired, expired
shape,
The only way we can be united again
Eternally entwined in bodily profusions.

I looked up, and all I could see was an empty sky.
