
Like the First Bird 
by Claire HM 

The loam contained 
within my mother 
 
was a void before egg 
overwhelmed seed 
 
and planted. The great 
dove brooded over 
 
the formless 
as it slowly filled 
 
with water. I am 
the new chick 
 
this hen is brooding, 
my deep face 
 
deep inside still 
covered in darkness. 

 

 


