HOW CAN I SLEEP? 
by Athena Reich


How can I sleep

With war raging in my bones?

Images crawl and creep,

My bed is full of sticks and stones.

Mangled, twisted, gnawed,

Muscles clenched and clawed.

Screaming bleeding scratched,

My wrists my limbs detached.

I remember war.

A child of 6 can learn to fear.

Bruises down my back,

You learn to curse your falling tear.

He whacked me ‘cross the room.

He taught me terror and doom.

He’d come in my bed at night

And murder my innocent light.

And now I lie awake,

Knowing I’m not safe once more.

Afraid this time I’ll break,

My nerves can’t take another war.

Hollow black rimmed eyes,

Waiting for nuclear skies.

Sores that will not heal,

Movement slow surreal.

When will I weep?

My eyes are burning buzzing dry.

Horror woven deep,

My heart a manic lullaby.

My breath is shallow fast,

Threatening collapse.

Twisting in my sheets,

My heart still mockingly beats.
