Blue House Winter God
My stars are the Christmas lights on my ceiling

In the window reflection they are a thousand

And cover the whole sky

There are cracks around the window

And when the wind blows it makes my candle flame flicker

Unstable

Unsteady

Like me

I feel things down deep in that space 

between my stomach and my heart

I feel everything

Maybe if I wear two pairs of socks

And three shirts

And long underwear under my jeans

I won’t hurt anymore

I pretend not to be weak

I act like I’m not in pain

Outside my window is the rest of the world

We are all religious, the hurt ones

We have to be

We need to move beyond ourselves. 

