
A Broken Sonnet 

The falcon hawk 
circles the sky 
ever wider rings 
distancing himself 
from the land below. 

Our wedding fingers 
trace broken circles 
in the dust 
encircling the pane. 

We plant perennials 
hoping we 
will outlast their bloom. 

Will the fierce hawk rule the day 
or will the dove have greater sway? 

VERSE 
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