Band Aids

While sitting engulfed by the blue chair,
Waiting for Grandmom 
To come home from work,
I am watching cartoons.
Bugs Bunny hopping about
Porky the Pig “Bu Bu That’s all Folks”
I love cartoons.   
Laughing at the television, 
I suddenly hear noises
Piercing through my world,
A woman yelling, 
And then a man.
Something is familiar. 
Then the voices stop,
A woman screams in distress
“NOOO.”
As the glass begins rattling in the front door
A woman starts sobbing.  
I have an urge
To follow the sobbing.
To fix it with a band-aid and a kiss
Like my mommy does for me.
My curiosity and concern
Begin to carrying me away.
Through my living room,
Out the front door.  
In my hand I have a box,
The corners definite and sharp. 
Outside it is hot,
The warmth coming from the setting sun.
I hear the birds
Singing their babies a lullaby, 
But there is the heart retching sobbing 
Ringing through the lovely music.
Looking around I see nature,
Blue Jays, green oak trees, 
A garden, rocks, and children riding their bikes.
I hear the awful sobbing
Blurring things together.
Now I see the sobbing pile
Moving up and down and up and down.
This pile is my mother.  
I look down,
As a raindrop hits my hand.
However, this is not rain,
But teardrops.
I am crying.  
In this moment, a change occurs
The birds, the trees, the garden,
The rocks, and even the children
Now have a different meaning.
Now I know what I have
In my hand, will not
Fix the heart break my mom has.  
Nothing is the same 
As it was before,
Not even band aids
I have in my hand.
Sitting here staring 
At the Band-Aid Box
On this 23 May 1997,
In Cinnaminson, New Jersey.  

	
