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KINGFISHER

Dropping

Like a splinter from the sky

It knives the water,

Swiftly strikes,

Turns, surges

Up through the splattering surface,
.Back to the willow branch,

Where it sits trinmphant,

Wet feathers glistening,

Its silver catch

Dangling from its beak.

John Faster
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WHO AM |I?

As black as ink and iso’t ink, MURDER OF CROWS

As whire as milk and isn't milk,

As soft as silk and isn’t silk, We're the best dressed here.

And hops about like a filly-foal. an Forget the scruffy starlings
dishevelled thrushes

[e1dBem ] MARCH the gaudy tits and finches—

they're all a waste of space.

Arowymous A blue day,
a blue jay We're the real class act:
and a good beginning. never a feather out of place
our blacks perfectly matched.
One crow, Like pangsters, ministers,
melting snow— we demand respect.

spring’s winning!

Our quills drink in the light

Ehzabeth Coatsworth

Dhilys Rose
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FLYING FISH

Flying fish
flying fish
what is your wish?

In water

vou swim

vet like to skim
through wind

Flving fish

flying fish

make up vour mind
Are vou a bird
inside a fish

or just a fish
dreaming of wings?

John Agard

ZBth
THE SEAGULL

All day long o’er the ocean I flv,

My white wings beating fast through the sky,
I hunt fishes all down the bay

And ride on rocking billows in play.

All night long in my rock home I rest,
Away up on a cliff is mv nest,

The waves murmur, murmur below,

And winds fresh from the sea o’er me blow,

Gaelic folk song

26tll

Leaping flving fish!
Dancing for me and my boat
as I sail for home.

Ohara Koson,
translated by Svlvia Cassedy and Kunihire Suetake
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