








Serena says, the rain is just contagious

songs of birds their wings cannot remember
when asleep. For birds are like the members
of a choir they cannot leave...outrageous
when you think, they sing the silent pages

of their dreams, mixing up December

songs in memories of late November

soaring out of different tunes of ages

finding voice when flying in the sun:

For who can know what dreams the little birds
are wrapped-up in by rainsong-bathing wings
when they’re suspended in the trees? What fun
is being enjoyed in hidden flights deferred

until they shoot across the sky and sing?

Stephen Mason 2022



