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TEACHING TALES


Ever one for a grand entrance




He swooped onto discarded branches


Hopping from foot to foot.


At home in the air, it might’ve been enquired


How his bandy legs could bear a body


Hewn from the blackwood bear;


He would’ve rebuffed this impudence with a haughty caw.





He inclined to tell his teaching tales




With a choice morsel beak-dangling.


He digested reality;


Spat it back out,


Distaste of a scorned sommelier.





Seated on stone, he patiently drew attention




To unfamiliar creatures who had found new life


In the retreat of a dominant species.


My thoughts faded into the stream as fishtails thrashed


The water, cleansing a worrisome soul.


He washed his face and took leave


Circling back, homeward-bound.








SIALIA


Sialia, an idea of music.




Mingus knew you too


Through his patient true-blue.


Lend me your voice


So I may know more.





Sing me the sweetest song




From the highest branch,


Until my blood runs blue


In honour of you.


The song is the soul


Of your existence.





Sialia, sialia, sialia.




Whispering pines.


Love is your chorus.


Sialia, sialia, sialia.


We could ascend forever.








GOLDFINCH


Tapdancing on the drainpipe,




Watch her reel and curl.


The heavens open


Letting her bathwater in.


Through her regal call


Bill proud and stout.


Shrill − trill −


A colourful pout.


Opening to speak.
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