For Jenny

The wretched, horrid, and impossibly grave only confronts us when we

Love

Something so intriguing, delicate, and profoundly beautiful.
Time is nothing but a human construction meant to obscure the real, visceral
Care

We offer to our loved one,

But

It is a construct we must reluctantly – and incessantly – obey.

We are aware it tears at our fragile sensibilities.
An unnecessary evil so necessary to view the beauty we hold dear.
Time and imagination induce tears, and at the same time, reveals the

Endless paradise that both awaits and is.

