Mirror, Mirror

Oh, how you loved that villainous queen.
Her daily vain request,
you cackled with glee,
while chubby fingers chased words,
that made you shiver for snow to fall.

And fall it did,
from a brilliant summer sky,
a fiery apple,
consuming fine movements,
a silencing explosion of pain.

[bookmark: _GoBack]My face leeches white,
as you sit up to question the fairest of us all.
In deafening silence, I fumble to turn the page.
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