White

i open the cupboard and look at myself,

She looks back at me.

i rub my eyes and look again,

She is tangible.

Her eyes are so shiny

There seem to be tears.

She looks on blankly.

i do not see her mouth.

i ask, why are you here?

She says, just accept it,

Don’t ask.

i ask, why me?

There is no answer.

i ask, are you me?

She says, you are me.

i ask, when does happiness begin, and sadness end?

She says, when sadness begins, and happiness ends.

i ask, why do you look at me?

She says, same reason as why you look at me.

i ask, why do you cry?

She says, my eyes are deep,

I see the world.

But I see the world better when the cupboard is closed.

i beg your pardon.

i suddenly realise my brain is not singing the song that gives me life.

She asks, why are you so tall?

i say, no, i am very short.

She asks, will you become like me one day?

i say, maybe, i do not know.

i do not see the world,

My eyes are shallow,

But i see you.

i do not need the song anymore,

i have other ways to rely on.

“I see the world better when the cupboard is closed…”
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