Entropy on Maple Street

before the fire, one remained.

Between the houses, a call

to see the promise met, unlike

so lost a time, an energy.

Did you repeat so harshly,

so pleasantly, so purely,

“all real processes are irreversible”

like us so many perfect us ago.

repeat in double time, greys

encroach on the little ever picture

i keep in my pocket.

the energy relieved heavily

of caring for houses wilting, me.

To this, we will remain simple

a moment short of forever

silently dissolving.

