
Here 

You may hold mine 

Please though, 

Handle with care 

 

Isn't it nice? 

Does it warm you? 

Even though I only have one, 

I don't mind giving it to others. 

 

Sometimes, I can see they need an extra one. 

Sometimes, I can see that someone needs to see one to remember theirs 

Sometimes, I can see someone just wants to hold one for a while 

Sometimes, I can see that some have no idea what to do with one 

 

I used to take it out and wear mine around my neck. 

Everyone could see it, 

If they were looking. 

No one was. 

 

They might bump into me on occasion and knock it onto the ground. 

I would wipe it off, 

Hold it close, 

And put it back. 

 



Even though I didn't really know what to do with mine, 

I really wanted to share it. 

 

I met some people once who wore theirs in various places. 

I saw them sharing them with each other. 

I liked that. 

I decided to put mine in a much more visible place too. 

 

I too shared it with others. 

Some of them held it up and shone a light on it. 

Some of them were careless. 

Some of them damaged it. 

 

It's okay. 

I patched it up as best as I could. 

I quickly gave it again to others to show it was still serviceable. 

Some of them broke it. 

 

I fixed it again. 

It didn't' quite work like it used to. 

 

I tried giving it out again. 

No one wanted it anymore. 

I became sad and lost and misplaced it sometimes. 

I put it closer this time. 



 

It was marred. 

Broken and patched. 

Small and growing cold. 

I tried to hide it. 

 

It didn't fit quite like it used to. 

It didn't feel good anymore to keep it there. 

But I was afraid someone else might damage it again. 

So I kept it hidden. 

 

I did meet someone, 

Once upon a time, 

Who had borrowed it from me for a time, 

I didn't notice until they were forced to give it back. 

 

It was almost beyond repair. 

 

Tired and afraid, 

I locked it away. 

I erected walls. 

I hid it where even I couldn't find it. 

 

I pushed it deep into my body. 

I let it sit for a time. 



I didn't fix it this time. 

It sat, painful inside me. 

 

Once, I asked someone in particular to find it 

They didn't want it enough to put in the work. 

 

In desperation, I found a use for it. 

I pulled it out and wore it as work gloves. 

It was already broken, 

I will refine it in the fires of service, I said. 

 

It was hard work. 

It wore. 

It pained. 

It hurt. 

 

I was still afraid, 

But I still wanted to share it with others. 

And before I knew what I was doing, 

I pulled it out and held it out at arm's length, 

And watched in horror as I offered it to someone special. 

 

I waited for them to take it, 

I kept it held out with a smile on my face. 

My arms grew tired. 



I may have dropped it a few times myself. 

 

It's okay. 

I patched it up as best I could. 

 

It's marred 

Broken 

Scratched 

Dented 

A few big fissures 

Fits oddly 

A little ugly now 

Damaged and hurting 

 

But it still warms when you need it 

It still smiles sometimes 

It even sings occasionally 

And it's the only one I have 

 

If you ever do want my heart 

It is still here waiting for you to take it 

Please though 

Handle with care 


