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Reflections

It was six a.m. and I sat there,

against the cold brick building that held you inside.

And I stared at the thick door

that kept us apart.

I had been there for two hours

but they wouldn’t let me see you.

I was lost without you.

So I sat.

And I began to think,

as I stared at the spot of blood on my size seven sneaker.

I thought back to what had brought us there...

We had been laughing and joking.

Horsing around, I broke your necklace.

Before I could apologize, 

you had punished me.

Hands full of blood 

and eyes filled with terror,

I turned to a friend 

who only walked away silently.

You approached me again

and your hand was on my throat when the policemen arrived...

I was still staring at the spot of blood 

on my size seven sneaker

when a tear fell beside it.

Hand to my mouth I felt the wound that you gave

when you punched me

and pierced my lip with my teeth.

I began to think harder

and wondered why I was still sitting there.

So I stood up and walked away,

letting that cold thick door

keep us apart indefinitely...

If only it had happened that way.

If only I had been strong enough to walk away.

Hand to my mouth I feel the scar

from the wound that you gave

and wonder why I haven’t walked away.

