
Passage 
 
Last night I stood by a train 
to feel the rush of passing cars 
and face the rhythmic splash 
of wind. 
 
It was the night my sister 
incubated death 
and I watched my father 
cry. 
 
He, a lion who never no=ced bars 
And I, the ram who stands  
to near a dangerous fence. 
He cannot touch me,  
he cannot pull me away. 


