
Dancing on the Phone

The phone rings, no caller id

I know it is you. You want something

It is the only time that you call

You explain, everything that is wrong

Then everything about each wrong thing

I make appropriate noises that sound like,

Sympathy in step with your pity me music

You go on to explain how things are so wrong

Reasons so grave that you to have no choice

That you simply have to ask, you explain 

You lead and its a dance we know well

I cannot help but follow to the mobile device dance floor 

I hear my voice, “Perhaps we could.... “help” some one thing..

Or make it later, smaller ... more solvable”, 

Hopeful yet again, dizzy from such familiar swirling circling steps 

Head up shoulders back, “That is not the important thing or it won’t work”

Unsupportable pronouncements of “fact” beyond all refute 

Spewed construed or fabricated rationale

Such completely unfounded conviction

You need to be blameless or at least reasonably forgivable

When you let people down, again.

You made a promise that you don’t want to keep

You start to dance, dial a partner of least resistance

To over explain, apologize without regret or anything like sincerity

Its not your fault but you are sorry

Bad things just happen, it is not your choices or priorities

You are thoughtless, breaking a promise, again

In time, my attempts at comforting and problem solving turn silent,

My anger asks, “What do you want ?”

Pretend hurt, apologize, then we get to the step where you finally ask

I will always do whatever I can, every time

You know this, I know this, it was never a question.

Fully explained, absolved and the facade of caring intact with flourish

Silently half hearing your final crescendo of repeated reasoned apologies 

Accepting your selfishness, feeling that horrible pity

Our call dance ends with my bow to your curtsey, End Call.

I am lost in deep sad anger at myself for I am so helpless to help, again

You are left blameless, unfulfilled, but gloriously diluted 

Mistaking helpless love for understanding, again


