in the same frame

She wouldn’t call,

Yet I didn’t call either—

They wouldn’t lie,

Yet I talked 

All the

Same.

They spoke in vague regularities,

As

I spliced them the split, pure truth.

Sometimes

It’s not me,

Sometimes it’s not you.

It’s merely 

The both of us.

Just thinking

Our thoughts

As

The shit dries

And

Molds

All in the same frame.

