[bookmark: _GoBack][image: ]
image1.jpg
First light, first misted light. Spill of
dawn along the valley fills woods
with birdsong. The cottage sleeps.
Out here, the scritch and creep and
slither, the skitter and croak of
being, bee-ing, beetling, of spider,
of mouse, of frog. Listen. Listen.

The song of the earth.





