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warp and weft

you show me

how sparrows weave
song and sunshine
around root and bough
butiam dusk
unravelling the day’s
lacework with bruised
clumsy fingers

Farah Ali
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Equinox

These amber-hewn days
filigreed by decay

and a goldfinch’s
throaty warble.

Wild Ferns

Birdcages

of painted wood

and wrought iron
hang in the solarjum.
Feathers unfurl

to plaintive strains

of ghost song.

Farah Ali
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Chords

From the crowded
restaurant our eyes
are drawn to the
window to see

aberry tree

with six different
birds vibrating
like guitar strings

Susan Shea
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Jerusalem

In the city

where jasmine spills
over garden walls and
teen soldiers wear rifles
to evening prayer,

the hoopoe sings

the song he sang

to centurions and sages

Jacqueline Seaberg
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Stars eurydice
After the quiet i coo and sing
of the early-morning from rooftops or treetops
house, the outside air wherever i can get a view
shimmers with the sound to see who else
stars make when dawn is singing
bends its light and reveals
their white wings. i’d like to be a vulture
tiny wren lit
they fly higher
Devon Neal than any other bird
> so they can see everything
Zliinespecially tiny wren publishing Issue 5.3
death www.tinywrenlit.com Birdsong
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In September The Death Knell
as I walk down hill crows fight over
to Scuppernong Creek the last piece of me
a single syllable jrchp triumphant in their joy
then bounce of a branch
in the path-side thicket. Ayotemitide I.A
A lone bird in the bush

quiets my desire

to have one in hand.
[the world i walk is]

Margaret Rozga the world i walk is
smaller than the seed
that feeds a sparrow
his song

Grant Hackett
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I Wish I Had a Beak

would pick the tangles
from your hair

Build a nest
of you, you, you

And scream
that I was home.

Lydia Gompper
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rekindled

found a bird in the snow.
it was gone the next day

but the song in the trees
was familiar.

Claire Wang
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Tiny Ghosts
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Their songs echo still
From cages long empty
In abandoned tunnels
Demanding justice for

Little lungs filled
With deadly gas

Andrew Maust
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[I went to the woods]

I went to the woods
with the sound of the birds

the soft and loyal
black-and-white of
the faintly calling
dee-dee-dee—

made of wisps of wind

and full of bone.

Sarah E. Hoffman
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Nest chicory beans 1
|
outside the window the full-throated cry 4 5 (1 |
of our first bedroom of a red-breasted titbird ,
pine branches hold like dark roasted assam tm_y wren lit g
a pair of mourning over breakfast. 8/ :
doves mating for what { ° ! |
they think is life fine-boned bird, \ \
wisdom sorrowing small-beaked bird, E
their song a winter you echo over mountains Issue 5.7 )
omen made real to ripple my teacup. 5 on 7 ) 2
with branches break >

ing from the ice
of a sudden storm

Jennifer Hambrick

Jun Feliciano
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