She filed herself away

To a small town, under

“insignificant” – among a crowd

of like files 

who cared not for the bright lights 

and loud shows of strength.

She baked apple pies and ate them warm

With vanilla iced creams.

She took herself away

To lonesome parties, over

And hovered above – the rest of us

Who preferred safety

In numbers.

Who care not to be alone with ourselves

And left to our own devicive thought.

She baked apple pies and ate them warm

With vanilla iced creams. 

