ONLY IN SILENCE

I have lived my life
waiting
for a path to be made known to me.

None was.
I grew impatient.
I threw off each suit of clothes,
a symbol of the latest charade,
and donned another,
again and yet again,
only to, again, grow impatient,
forever repeating,
from that day until this,
an endless recostuming ...
a recharacterization ...
of whom I thought I was meant to be.

[long pause]

Only in silence did I find any sign of a road ahead.

[long pause]

What am I to say if they ask?
That I lived my life waiting?
waiting for a path to be made known to me?

Perhaps it was, and I did not see.

Perhaps I am on it, but don’t believe.

Perhaps I am exactly whom I was meant to be —
the perfect image

of the imperfect being
I was always meant to be.

[very long pause]

Only in silence ...



