
Serenity  
 

Serene silence hangs heavy in the air, 
content and at peace with the world.  

Doorways open and close; 
fog drifts in and out of the air.  

 
Planets shift and realign.  

Tectonic plates break apart, and 
earthquakes shake the foundation.  

Homes are destroyed, and, meanwhile, 
a lone doctor’s life is fraying at the edges, 

and a sad woman cries over divorce.  
 

Free-falling, he exits the plane 
without looking back, and at a  

certain altitude, he loses his parachute 
and lands safely on the ground.  

 
Meanwhile, the girl doesn’t land safely;  

she lands on the cold tile of the bathroom floor, 
clutching a wrist bloodied and lined with scars, 

hoping that someone will find her this time 
because after the slashing, she wants to live, 

and no one arrives in time to save her.  
 

Flash to skin and bones; nothing but corners 
jaggedly poking out of the skimpy clothes.  

She eyes the food on her plate with distaste, 
plays with it but doesn’t eat it.  

All her friends are worried because they 
know she’s abusing herself, 

another anorexic trying to confirm to 
the standards of society.  

 
Listens carefully with tears in her eyes 

as her boyfriend tells her he’s leaving her 
because all he wanted was the sex.  
The sex wasn’t good, and now he’s  

getting a divorce from his wife under the  
false reason that the kids are more important 

and shouldn’t be subjected to emotional abuse 
that three years of fighting has already caused.  

 
The lawyer sits in her room and drowns herself in alcohol-- 



another case tried and another innocent found guilty.  
Perhaps the law isn’t the path of her destiny, after all, 

and tears fall down her cheeks as he picks up her suitcase  
and walks away from the world, wondering  

with a last sad smile to the pile of paperwork on her desk 
how anyone could be content in this world.  


