i remember

we walked through

the crowded city streets,
it was so hot

and your hand was moist,
i tried to match my steps
to yours.

(even asimple walk
seems like alover's journey
with you.)

your hair shined

with the sun's warmth.

i giggled.

you asked why.

"no reason", i said.

Beautiful, isn't it?

There wasn't even a reason.
—Janet Pope
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