
Eggs: 
           by Sally Smith 
 
another’s potential  
life, our omlette.  
round, complete,  
delicate shells—mother’s protection.  
Day by day, we crack 
the quiet skin,  
stretching the pearly  
membrane and dumping out  
squirming life  
into a bowl. We scramble,  
think that,  
maybe,  
it needs more salt.   


