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An Afternoon
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An Afternoon

Settled in at a solitary nook of a coffee shop

No one knows about, on the outskirts of town,

Our conversation turns to how withdrawing from people
Was the first symptom of both our illnesses,

And how we vow to never be like that, again.

We then talk about the irony of our coffee shop preference.
Over chocolate cheesecake and iced green tea,

We talk about how sugar and caffeine aren’t so good for us,
Our eyes smiling at each other, all the while.

As you scrape the remnants of icing off of your plate,

| come to know that you’re the only one | really have,

Perhaps because of the destruction my illness has done, in my life.

A not-fully-formed sadness creeps in,
And my eyes cast down, for a moment.
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