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When your world shatters,
A mirror breaks.
Shards of glass as sharp as words tumble down around you,
And the pieces no longer fit together, a lock with the wrong key.
Cancer,
A dirty word.
It echoes in my brain,
Jeering, laughing,
It’s the invisible hurts that cut the deepest.
When your anchor is ripped away.
You’re left reeling, spinning, choking on too much salt water.
Waves beat you down, but you’re not the one drowning,
She is.
So we beat on,
We beat on,
And hide feelings raw as an open wound
To stand strong, to anchor her.
It feels wrong to be angry,
Anger is selfish.
And it feels wrong to be sad,
Sadness is selfish.
Everything feels wrong, wrong, wrong.
And when the sickness finally leaves,
When the world is no longer a spinning amusement park ride,
That fear, invisible,
Of loss, of death,
Hits you like a semi-truck going too fast on the freeway.
It’s impossible to fix a shattered mirror.

I.
I dream about wearing his jackets in
the winter, walking to the bookstore.
I shiver in the hot water of
the shower, don’t look at the
mangled shadows, the blooming
thunderclouds that ripple across
my ribs when I lift my arms.
I cannot run from this.
II.
I hit him, I say. I repeat it to my mother.
I hit him; he wouldn’t get off me.
I try not to think of the crack
his head made against the wall, the
shouting, finding my clothes in the dark.
She tries to breathe for the both of us.
III.
I cannot sleep without hating myself.
He has a new girlfriend.
We don’t talk anymore.
I am distorted light bursting fluorescent
but I still fear all the times
I woke up counting the seconds
it took to remember,
Jesus Christ, I thought I killed him.

