Gaza’s Child

Little one,
They pulled you from the rubble
a bloodied, angel face
no tears to trace
small rivers in the soot
only a
still and vacant gaze.

What heart and turn of mind
will carve the countenance
you carry into life?
What deeds emerge
from store rooms in your soul?
What ripples linger
In your wake?

Will fire, screams and frigid fear
stamp freedom from your trampled youth?

Will wounds so deeply dealt
wring every drop from
childhood’s spring of joy?

Will fledgling love
cast from its nest
survive hate’s primal hunt?

And wIll I recognize
my child
In 
dark
unblinking
eyes?

