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The Whisper of Birds

This says it all — the whisper from the trees.
This morning , a magpie —

(the not so lucky bird .. by whose decree?)
Who says which bird should by a single
brighter feather

Be the lucky one??

I want my words, my life to mean something
And nothing comes — except this bird —
Sitting doleful-eyed staring in at me.

As ever he is on the wing.

Never resting, never knowing when

his last day may come,

Or what song he’s best to sing.
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My thoughts they come and go like the
murmur of the trees.

The birds they whisper in their souls

and so create the day.

What a piece of luck they are — even this magpie
as soft he watches over me.

He picks at the bread placed for him

in the old tin.

His mind is set on seeking out

a different tree where

No-one will fear the whisper in his throat,
his midnight words.

He’s soon away.

And I am glad - for his little piece of luck.



