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Yours

Steven Drenning Jr.
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Whom ['ve yet to meet,

| went searching for you today, looking
in all the places | couldn't expect you to be.
| wondered in vain at where else | might look,
full well knowing you to be removed from the
every which direction | should take towards.

In His timing,
Yours
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To whom | would be given,

| thought today of how, when we finally
meet, | might be presented -

If today | were a flower pressed between
pages of writing on the wall, then it could be
safely supposed you might see some manner
of mean man, whom quietly to himself, and if
indisposed toward a dance, then only just so,
and so then for a moment's uncharacteristic
passing.

The beholder's whim might find him
crushed or pristine, surely though unfaded,
though the signs of the times were so
clearly read.

You'll find me towards the back -

In His word,
Yours





