reverse dexterity

I had a mirror on my desk

in which I used to practice

writing sentences backwards,

just so I would be able to bring up

reverse dexterity at parties.

I talked to myself then,

wondered aloud at the thought

of a first kiss.  Decided it was

the soul at the speed of light;

electromagnetic innocence soaring in space,

until it breaks against beaches of stars.

One day the mirror itself broke.

I no longer remember how,

certainly not against beaches of stars,

but it did fracture perfectly.

The center, dusty silver, was surrounded

by hundreds of lives at different angles,

tinkling dizzily like the cocktail glasses

people’s hands write with, scribbling backwards

as the stars kiss at the speed of the soul.

