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Reunion

She walks beside her father

and an unspoken tension builds as they

approach the remote ward

on floor three of the hospital.

The hard tile shines and

reflects distorted images.

Suddenly they are at the door – 

the thick, metal door that allows only

small doses of sanity in,

for three hours a day.

There is a buzzing noise 

and the door reluctantly opens.

The girl focuses on only one thing – 

her mother, who is holding her arms open in greeting.

It’s been so long,

but a mother’s arms are never unfamiliar.

The girl begins to look around

and take in her surroundings.

Her mother is thinner, and only wearing a hospital gown.

She has bandages on her knuckles,

her wrists, and her feet.

There is a woman in white who never leaves her side,

and they won’t let her keep the gifts the girl brought her.

She is suddenly scared – something’s not right.

Deafening silence

and blinding harsh lights

mix with the soft pastel paintings 

on the walls

creating a nauseating effect.

People are staring with hollow eyes,

looking but not seeing.

The little girl feels the eyes on her

and it makes her uneasy.

Silent insanity seems to thicken the air

and drip from the ceiling.

She closes her eyes

trying to shut down her mind,

trying to block out the pictures,

of all this which she does not understand.

