I AM BIRD

I amv bivd.

During the day, I soowr over my
quiet neighbourhood.

But whenw night wraps ity
wwiting awms owound me;, I

sleep.
And whew I sleep I dreanu

I dreauwn I o v creatune of the night,
My screaumn-like hoot piercing through the vaust forest.

I dreamv I o the lovrd of the ocean

My distinct black and white colouwry tearing thwoughv
the water like av scovching bullet,

Ignoving the cold.

I dreawmv I amvthe lagy, delicate bird of the humid

heat of Madagascar,
My chirp av symphovny of piano- notes.

I dreawn I o the largest existing bivd,
My long, musculow legs striding across the develict
shwul- lands of Africo.

I dreawv I amvthe awrmed bandit of the night,
Stealing my foes’ beloved eggs without them blinking

av eye;
Thew soaring to-my escape like a radiant kite:

And I tell yow my dreams so-that yow conv dreawm
with me.

Rose




