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waiting for me 

at the end of 

every night 

is not 

you. 

the absent shadow 

is my escort 

sometimes holding my hand 

sometimes holding the door 

to welcome me back 

to my loneliness--

other times 

lurking 

watching me 

until i look back 

over my shoulder 

and remember 

i am not alone. 

never alone 

the absence of you is here. 


