
Colleen

  rom rooftop beneath the bridge,
   Down the tracks along the ridge —
     Everywhere the whispering,
        Rhythmic droplets shimmering.

F

       pun her memories into threads,
        Caretaker what could be instead —
          A world of helping one another,
             Why we re here to serve each other.

S

       ight trees starlit branches,
      Swell again with tender chances —
        Could the moon the wind forget,
           Rivers the sea deny they d met.
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        he knows we can change the rules,
         Escape this nightmare ship of fools —
            That was how scene one ended,
               Wiggling her wings softly ascended.
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