
A Blind Hawk 
,
visited By Schoolchildre1 

He f l ies al l  day in  the dark 
He turns his head and l istens to them pass l ike clouds, 
Against h is  breast he feels, f ive-fingered, the tops of treE, 

He is wingless, smal l  -
But i n  the b lue space of h is  h eart 
H e  could carry the sky on his back: 
There, he rises i n  s low ci rcles, c l imbing ladders of win! 

*** 

I fou nd h i m  trying to f ly. 
After two weeks, the thrust of h is wings held my hand alo 
I tossed him up. 
He fel l, s lapping the a i r  around my head, 
The sky the color of feathers. 

When I was ten, 
I went into a g reen f ield and lay down i n  a fu rrow. 
I covered myself with g rass and d i rt 
And left only a wh ite hole for the sun. 
I t  rai ned stars on my forehead, coming through the leavE 

i n  splashes. 

When the hawk fel l, dark as a planet, 
I l ifted my face to catch h im. 
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