We collectively narrate life:
inclusively
pedantically
rhetorically.
A common bond.
A modern post.
A parasitical encompassing for the word.
My Chabon for 
your Chabon
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unstitch the stitched

unbind the bound

CANT YOU HEAR THEM SHOUTING?
(even the posthumous)

I overused,  “we”

I overused, “love”

In the beginning, you said: 

I don’t want to say I love you just because you said it first.
Oh, how we are presumptuous.
Oh, how we ascribe to what we know.
Oh,
 Oh, 
Oh.

Find the right word to seal this shut.

