                     Nothing to Say

The brain tumor,

like a cap fitted carefully

inside another cap,

instead of lining the mind

with woolen security,

takes the space where 

your thoughts used to be. 

Its tentacles reach down to grab

words from your sentences,

so each line's a metaphor

unappreciated by the cashier 

and bus driver who can't fathom 

the sudden, poetic inspiration.

It takes your tongue by surprise

as we both look at the gaps

and into each other's eyes,

as if the missing words

would run across your corneas

like the Times Square bulletins,

as you squint

and put a finger carefully 

along the side of your forehead

for ideas that are gone,

and I look away

from the falling fruit

         that fills your eyes.
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