
Apert 

 
The small child in his pushchair, 
head as wide as his body, 
fingers fused as a meat mitten, 
kicked his little long legs 
and cried. 
 
His mother, 
drained to drab, 
as in a trance, 
gently wiped away the tears 
that fell from his bright blue, 
beautiful, 
displaced eyes. 
 
 
	


