every emotion but the salt from her tears turned to vapor and the muck (at the bottom) of my worry 

   coming to a point i turned to fog     

  i only knew because she stayed mist

(why i think i need to be grounded?)   (no one hears the hum but me)

she stayed back 

as a cirrostratus cloud 

or maybe a contrail

(an advertisement in another sky)

(the    engine)

i let my heart run for a few minutes

then i tell her i will miss her 

a slower layer of air escapes the top of my lungs

the cloud turned into a stone then rain

the memories turned into particle matter

dusk stretched day so thin we saw through it         

when day broke 

we couldn’t tell the desert dust from the factori pollen (emissions)

(where i went missing in a butt of sky) 

(put out in all the sign, brick and telephone wire)

i dreamt none of this

i dreamt none of this

warm air escapes the words to hold (onto) any of this   

the understanding becomes the gust front

i take her sun 

every emotion but the salt from her tears turned to vapor and the air pollutants of my disarray filling parade floats and the mud of my worry 

   (and the bit of hope left (only) for hoping she doesn’t hate me)

