Poinsettias

(Girl’s memories of a little feathered creature)

Here lies

My Love

Miss Robin

Aged 1 and a half

I caused your death

That day when I picked you up

You were dying

I tried to revitalize you

Then I released you

In a flutter of feathers, maiden flight

You soared into the sky

And just as if Icarus fell from the high heavens

You dropped

And died where I buried you later

I tried to forget you

All you left behind were painful sores

Stinging memories of beauteous you

Poison itching in my mind

Unable to forget your graceful flight through the azure sky

I have dug a grave for you

I have not dug a grave 

For the wilted Poinsettia flower

Residing in my broken heart

