[bookmark: _Hlk506054041]The Waiting
Steve Denehan


Your body
heavy in my arms without you in it
I carry you to the shade of a nearby tree
and lay you down in a comfortable position
as if it matters

Your face is dappled with persistent sunshine
sweat beads on mine
I sit beside you and take your hand
shockingly familiar
still warm

[bookmark: _GoBack]Stretched out beneath the boughs we wait for night to come
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