“THE DOLL”

I carry you in a glass jar.

Your face is porcelain

except for the bullet hole

like a black mole on your cheek.

I want to make you whole again,

but you are growing smaller.

It is almost too late.

When I touch you my fingers

leave dark smudges on your skin.

Each day you are growing

smaller and more intense,

like a drop of acid on my palm;

mothball, snowflake,

dead child.
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