Leni and Greg

Worrying about whether or not I'd put anyone in danger,
| couldn't sleep.
--Greg Louganis, Breaking the Surface

To your last hellish circle go,
And | shall make my art of you.

Can you arrest in any frame
That unflawed motion | became?

I can project fresh into time
Defiance you were in your prime.

And when | waste into my hell
Will you record me there as well?

It is my talent to ignore.
The blind eye turns, as heretofore.

Fraulein, what right have you to judge?
None, though I have a little edge

In that | act at one remove.
As | have, acting out of love.

Is it forgiven ever, risk
Ignored?
Condemn yourself who ask.

Can skill absolve us? Edit out?
Fame says so. Fame can turn about.

And | and you--each greed, each pride--
Go down to judgment side by side.



