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C assi cradles the swift in the palm of her hand. |
She has nursed it, and now its wings no longer ache, ) : ri -,

. . . »
except to feel the windd beneath them. : bt > 7‘

All around her swifts swoop and dive and call ) \ s
Cassi knows they feel the idle air whispering of winter. 5 ) »
She knows, - 3 \¥

They are wild and belong to the wind.



And so the swift waits, Cnsing the st

in the air; the fox in the thicket s "’.':n,n_ 0

her supper and small furry things
scenting danger on the wind -

running for tree branch and |

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

But the I‘.;'.h.'iﬂj. trecs are not yet ready

to et them go
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] This pale revolving envelope of air, eggshell thin, is their home.
/ But it also turns our turbines to make our cities bright mdu:dark.
It has filled centurics of sails with the winds of trade nnd;ii‘hcnmm! :
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The wind whips the waves,

cresting each one ~ like a conjuror’s trick -

with wild white horses.




In the desert where a million years ago an ocean

e
the wind \'lxll'ﬂ echoes in sand of those long-vanished wave

For the wind is the ceaseless shaper of the Earth.
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It will labour for a thousand years, grinding and blowing at bedrock
to make perfect streamlined shapes,
They poke from the ground like the fins of giant stone fish.







But sometimes the wind makes something on a grand scale. Above it the swifts

For two million years it has carried desert dust are near their journey’s end

and particles ground by glaciers to make a great plateau

of rich yellow earth




- ) .
: » 7
1 A4 y
: 14
) ) >
r L. .
Y 5 Sz 4 ™ hree months in flight.
- Eight thousand miles.
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7 N ‘§ ¥ Never once touching the earth to arrive at a place

far, far away from Cassi’s healing hands . ..



Where Kian
has been
witing

all the long

winter.

ot

He umps for j0v.
I !

He knows wherever the swifts are,

summer follows,
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An-.f when the time comes they gather with the flock,

scnsing the shift in the turning air.
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and a summer to carry to Cassi.
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