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And so the swift waits, sensing the stories
in the air; the fox in the thicket sniffing out
her supper and small furry things —

scenting danger on the wind —

running for tree branch and burrow.

It feels the breeze that stirs the leaves,
urging the seeds of the butterfly trees
to try their nut-brown wings.

But the butterfly trees are not yet ready

to let them go.










This pale revolving envelope of air, eggshell thin, is their home.
/ But it also turns our turbines to make our cities bright in the dark.

,/ It has filled centuries of sails with the winds of trade and adventure!
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