Living Dead
Today I brushed up against a razor.
Sharp and quick was the blade to sever my skin,
Making a four foot gash across my breast.
I waited for the blood to come rushing forth;
To feel weak and die from this ghastly wound.
At first I did not have the courage to look at the damage,
So I placed my hand on my chest

Brought it up slowly to my eyes, and saw…

Nothing?

Although I could clearly feel my heart ripped open

I was not bleeding,
I did not feel death approaching,
I felt the same as always, stagnant.
It was then that I stood naked in front of the mirror

Gazing at the gaping hole in my chest.
All I could see was a wall of dried blood.

I touched my heart with my hand feeling a scab-like texture

Cold and hard.
I knocked on my chest only to hear

That it wasn’t a wall of blood at all,
But solidness throughout.
Had I turned into a petrified stone?  A living mummy?

At this terror I began to weep,
At least I could still do that.
My sad, salty tears dripped down into the wound, burning.
And although the salt from my tears burned

The water was moist and comforting.
Yet, the water evaporated as quickly as the tears fell

Making the surface colder and harder still.
I then felt the pain of the wound but could not bleed.
Can a wound truly heal if it cannot bleed?  I think not.

For years I’ve been bleeding internally from cuts of the past

Resisting the pain, never draining my wounds

Never forgiving

Now I want to bleed openly and I cannot.
Is it too late?  I don’t want to be a living dead person.
As a shower cleanses the body,
So bleeding would cleanse my soul.
If water can come from a stone

Then blood can come from my heart.
I pray for a miracle.  I pray for blood.
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