
SAND	
	
knocking	down		
a	house		
the	shadows	of	family	pictures		
still	on	the	walls		
another	microcosm	
gone	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	



SIREN	
	
	
I	swim	into	the	cold	arms	of	my	mother		
her	cold	tides	warm	my	heart		
	
Wrapped	in	embrace		
the	line	to	the	sky,	blurs	
refractions	of	every	blue		
run	clear	over	me		
	
With	a	lifted	head		
I	hear	her	call		
against	the	shore		
	
‘Welcome	home’	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	


