My life fits

into a duffel bag:

jeans, charger,

the blue hoodie

that smells like both houses.

Friday night,
| trade one driveway
for another. One long and broken the other smooth and full of love.

| have memorized

the choreography of goodbye:
hug, promise,

see you Sunday.

Love does not disappear.
It just jumps from home to home.



