Skerries

The people I love best are islands

Floating along the fringes

Of a circle of friends

Surrounded on all sides

Yet somehow alone

The ones who stick out

They draw me in

With bored, sad looks

And nervous laughter

And always the same smile

The what-am-I-doing-here smile

I always ask

And they always tell

I love to hear their stories

The relief in their voices

At having a fresh ear

To giggle at themselves in

Sometimes we take a walk

And tell each other secrets

Before we return

With a different sort of smile

Sometimes they meet my friends

And a new circle is formed

Or two or joined

Because these people

Are what holds the world together

