Circle of Sisters
Debra Austin
Growing up in a tiny rural town, 

I never dreamed I would travel to another country.

When her fruit salad brought us together,
I never imagined I would see her home.

They gather each Wednesday, the first night of their weekend,
And meet with a kiss on each cheek.

The house expands as small groups arrive,
Everyone carrying a dish.

Professors and students, doctors and engineers,
Women of every dimension.
Salwa, Maleeha, Sara, Delal,
Four generations are present.

Chatter about husbands, 
their work and their faith,
Infused with laughter, 
as they stand around the buffet.
For one warm and precious evening, 
I am engulfed in this circle of sisters.
I can still taste the essence of orange, 
And I’m so grateful for that fruit salad.
