
A Woman and Her Country 

 

 

  And yes, she has to force herself  

to walk away, to not  

look back, because what she wants  

is her body. Survival. 

 

  Not some version of oblivion 

—tongue under the sole of a boot  

or bottled rage that snaps  

and spits its bones on grass.  

  

   And still, she loves  

believing in freedom  

of the smallest stone or even  

the smallest dream—huddled  

 

   inside her body 

inside her country  

of invisible walls where even  

a sparrow fears to fly or sing. 

 


