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A Poem to
my Sisters

From star to star,
chugging along the way,
I was singing and blowing the whistle
of a Blue-Painted train.

The Eternal Child
delivering his Father’s mail.
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It was then I saw her desperately

rying to hitch a ride onto my train.
No luggage,

a half-empty backpack.

So scared, so wounded,

an ashamed little hobo of the Skies.




“Hurry up little hobo!
Hurry up and hop in
the train of the stars!
I have been looking for you
so long little hobo!”

I looked into her eyes,
she lowered her head.
She no longer could stand
the sight of a man.

I pretended not to have seen her
(such a beautiful soul,
disguised as Half-Indian woman,
almond eyes, raven hair).




Looked up to the firmament
and requested:
“ Father, Father,
can she take a ride onto my train?”
“Only if she asks” Father said.
“She is so wounded and brave,
heartbroken and tired...
can she hitch a ride onto my train?”
“Only if she asks” Father said.
Dear Father...
she has no one on earth...!”
“She has to ask” my Father said.
“Come on little hobo,
It 1s just for the asking!”




But she had been rejected so often
she no longer knew what asking meant.
“Father please, please Father!

I know, I know, no passengers.
Only mail on the train.”

By now her last
ffort was faltering
barefooted,
at the end of her breath,
she would never make it onto my train!
“Hurry up little hobo, hurry up!”



