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Face Time 
 

Distant wind chimes 
whisper 
a tuneless song 
as I 
look disapprovingly 
into the 
bathroom mirror, 
unable to find 
the melody 
of my face. 
 
I close my eyes 
so the fantasy 
in my heart 
does not have 
to battle 
the reality 
in the glass. 
 
One eye peeks 
open 
but falls shut 
when it sees 
my father’s 
nose 
perched below. 
 


