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If We the earth

Mary ChydIrIotIs

she skips along the cobbled lane 
humming  smiling at passers-by   never speaking
hums and skips and runs
her outstretched arms her wings
unhinged some said
broken  scattered  
the cause  heartache 
years earlier young love deserted
how are they to know
they turn away 
they could not know 
in her dreams
she flies through the earth
unhinged humming
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