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Pieces of me are missing
cut off
living a life without me.
I, ever conscious of their absence,
long to be whole,
to sew them back together,
to mend myself.

I am not an island

broken away from the mainland

free-floating in the midst of a vast deep ocean.
— I cannot be —

the flotsam and the jetsam

of someone else's life.

I am not made of stone
a rock

detached from the mountain

free-standing amongst the rubble
— I cannot be —

the debris and detritus

swept under the rug.

Pieces of me are scattered
here everywhere
there
existing without me.
I, missing the pieces of me,
hope to find myself intact again,
to glue us back together,
to fix myself, to fix us.

— I cannot be —
without me.
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