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Kiran K

Guest Lecturer, Haveri University, Haveri, Karnataka, India

Strangers in my cracked mirror

Faces many,
Familiar none.
Some laugh,
Some saob,
Some stay cold.

Everyone blames me
For the stains of blood,
But nobody notices
The cracked mirror.

| bleed too.

In that hollow space
Between my ribcage,
An ember glows

With dying smoke,
Holding the last breath
Of hope.

The unfamiliar faces

In my cracked mirror

| hear their fading footsteps,
An army of the dead
Marching toward

Eternal darkness.

A child remains,
Unwary of any emotion,
With a bag full of masks.
Plants and flowers
Crumble at his touch

A cursed existence,

Or existence a curse.

He smiles,

A ripple in the ocean
Subtle,

Yet something moves
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Behind that smile.

In his eyes,

A cemetery reflected,
Each grave

Bearing the same name.

He shifts in his clothes
Uncomfortable,

But it’s his last pair,
Covered in ashes

Of what,

Or whom,

| do not know.

It is supposed to be dawn,
But the sun has stalled
Halfway

And so has

His hope.

Published Online:26/12/2025

To Cite the Poem: Kiran, K. “Strangers in My Cracked Mirror.” Literary Cognizance: An
International Refereed/Peer Reviewed e-Journal of English Language, Literature and Criticism,
Vol.-VI, Issue-3, December, 2025, 23-24. www.literarycognizance.com

This is an Open Access e-Journal Published Under A Creative Commons Attribution 4.0
International License

CMOoN



http://www.literarycognizance.com/

