Who are these folks who fly about us?


I know some tiny folk who sing
out of their own exuberance, 
just as we write poetry.
They don't have pens or hands,
so they sing.  One up in a tree nearby 

keeps repeating a five-note song.  
I hear the song four times.  Then, 
the fifth time he sings it, he ends 
on the same note but adds a long trill 
and falls silent. Bushes stand up in 

the sunlight, the breeze fluttering the 
long leaves.  "I know how to get 
onto my back" laughs a small child splashing 
in the placid pool.  "It's easy for me."  Another 
flyer across the stream begins to sing, 

then another, then another. Songs raise from 
the trees and float upward. In the remains 
of his coffin, the dust of J.S. Bach listens 
to their music, to the tiny singers of it, 
and bows deeply.  Clouds become more white; 

the blue becomes more blue.  The child floating 
in the pool hears the new trills, looks up, laughing.
He reaches his arms straight above him, water dripping down from his sides, and waves his hands up toward the bright red singer hovering above him in the air.


