ARIADNE
Dionysus found her 

broken, bleeding 

on the spiny shore

Or so the story goes

But Ariadne knows

She lifted herself alone

She combed her hair

And scattered seeds

She sang with birds

And healed the lonely 

island with the 

power that had 

always been hers

She was Queen of the Island


Queen of Hearts and Heaven

Long before he flew 

above and learned 

a thing or two from her 

of love

