
help 

 

help  

me remember 

that you  

who number the stars 

count also every hair  

on my small head 

and that you  

who called Zaccheus 

from his tree  

above the hordes 

into the kind space  

of a dinner 

promise also to sup  

with me 

and that you  

who felt  

in the surging crowd 

the desperate touch 

of one lonesome heart 

feel mine too 
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