Butterfly Wings

If reality is perception
then therapy is time travel.

Reflection is like stepping
on butterfly wings.

So... how have you been?
Every question is a cliché.

Any thoughts of suicide?
Every answer is a diversion.



Pins and Needles

Nail-biting
is a hunger, not a habit.

A destructive comfort.

An out-of-office reply
from which stress is the sender.

Cuticle picking, grazing
for a loose end to peel
down like chipped paint.

Rip into the flesh.
Self-inflicted cannibalism.

Lunula infections.

This insatiable urge to redirect
the flow of endorphins.

Open a trench at the root.
Flood the streets
under the crescent moon.

Twist the tip
tightly with a shirt.

Search for a sewing needle.

Hammer the spike deep
into the tracks.

Listen to the screech as an
engineer grips the breaks
of a mid-century locomotive.



The Moment

For sale: baby shoes, never worn.
— Ernest Hemingway

The doctor will be with you
in just a moment.

But a moment is more than a moment
when you have nothing to do.

The chair is cold, the room
is dark with a soft red glow.

As if we are waiting for a print to dry.
A print to keep in my wallet.

She turns to me and sends a smile
with her lips, but not her eyes.

She is here, living in the moment.
I am lost among the clouds.

Typical.

We brought our passion
but not for waiting.

The clock is just a still frame.
Still waiting.

The doctor enters.
For her, not for me.

| am just a watcher
lost among the clouds.

We shift our gaze and smile, together.
It is our turn for our moment



but the frame remains still.

| stay confused, for the moment.
Not her, she understands.

I still remain
lost among the clouds.

She turns to me and says she’s sorry
with her lips, and her eyes.

So | come down, from the clouds
at least for the moment.

Without a print to keep in my wallet.



Colors and Shapes

All the colors and all the shapes
but all they see are black and white.

Yet we see color, we see the shape
of our tiny baby daughter's head

developing limbs, pink transparent skin
blue veins, two eyes, a nose, a mouth

a beating heart, a flicker of hope
a second chance to complete our trio.

But that was then, and now we see
her precious flicker has gone out

and with it our hope, replaced
with only one word — why?

Cotton quicksand and saline rain
King Midas calls my name

but I refuse to accept that I will
never have the chance to hold her.

And in this moment, | open my eyes
and | see every color and every shape.

And just as the folds in the drapes
allow hope to shine in, I hold her high

this child, this life, part me, part you
our sweet Persephone.

We smile and laugh, our trio complete
but only in a dream.



Dujardin Deconstructed

Van Gogh never witnessed his paintings
hanging in the halls of the Musée d'Orsay.

Otis Redding never heard the radio play
Sitting on the Dock of the Bay.

Many an ill-fate. An allegory on the transitoriness
and the brevity of life.

But Grandpa sits back in his favorite chair
dreaming of days carried away by the tides of time.

His thoughts drift off into a memory
of children blowing bubbles in the breeze

with smiles as wide as Grandma’s arms
when her family walks through the front door.



