
  

Through a Looking Glass 

 

Through the looking glass I see 
Memories staring back at me 
Birthday candles, Christmas trees 
White sand and crystal blue seas  
Laughter, smiles, a warm embrace 
Joy upon a familiar face  
 
Through the looking glass I hear 
Distant sounds as though they are near  
Barking dogs, bees that sting 
Roaring thunder, with lightning 
A childish wail, a fearful sob 
A mother’s words of comfort, soft 
 
Through the looking glass I smell 
Fragrances to entice and repel 
I rage at the forbidden treat 
Cotton candy, smelling sugary sweet 
The stink of broccoli, so good for you 
Causes rows at the table, tears too 
 
Through the looking glass I feel 
A hand in mine, strong like steel 
Pushing me high in the park on the swing 
Oh how many memories this can bring 
A presence now long gone away 
An aching sorrow everyday 
 
Through the looking glass I see 
My face- a map of what has been. 
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