 bearer of eggs

Her 

Rode

An

Ostrich

Across

A

Blue

Lane,

Stopped

And looked down at an egg that

Was hatched by

The

Bonfire

Of

Loose children that had busted themselves

Out of

A

Youth home .. 

As he looked down

At the eggs .. 

He noticed

A

Distinct

Line of yellow and brown 

Dots that cascaded

Across the contour

Of

The eggs .. 

As he looked up

At the

Face of the animal he had been riding,

It

Turned into a

Face

Of

A

Human 

He recognized from years past .. 

It was

Female,

Distinct,

Rouge,

Sharp,

A metaphor of

The

Children he

Would

Bear some day.

