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Twinkle, twinkle, little star . . .
Stepping from the shower, my body

Covered with my wounds’ misery,

I stare at the foggy mirror

Mourning for unworthy dead.

Stars in darkened sky beyond the glass

Glint in solemn whisper:

Each holds a secret within its core;

None wish to remember.

But the visions are all too fresh:

Babies’ screams bring comfort now

And silence smells of pain.  Just nine

Days young was a new star born.

They grieved together, separated from their 

Love.  Realms of insanity breached in

Pain of loss.  Insides torn

Outside; irreparable scars burnt.

I tried to feel their pain; I
Bled my eyes to arid plains.

The steam begins to clear

And a sight forms in the mirror.

It hurts beyond all loss; this 

Face before me belonged to that distant star:

It had a name, it was loved;

They held him together; without me.

My heart contracts how his could not.

My face, pale, reflects his in life and death.

My clenched fists clutch at his vacant space which

Tiny fingers failed to grasp again.

Life slipped from his body as tears

Stream down my unworthy torso.

With faceless and nameless dead I cope;

That is not what they know: they retain a lovely face.

