@
Seal
asleep
dm0n3 the
rocks, restin
like a shaggy
sack, you're
rusty as dn
dncient stone
a voice that's
crdcked, all grunt
and moan. Yet if you
slip into the sea, you're
so graceful, soft and sleek
amony the weeds your rust
tuens gold and where you
ddnce, the waves unfold.
| wonder if you ever wish
you could sleep there like a Fish.

On a pillow of salty green, the songs
of shells to £ill your dredms.
But you must
SEAL =
filled
with lead
to slumber

on gyour rocky bed
picked on by the bully
D qulls, glitter drgin3 like

your soul.
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SEA STAR
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The Song Thrush
Liz Brownlee

prow,
;‘*20\‘/

bright, round
eye, a brea-t

with speckles on,
that look like
little arrows, all
pointing to his song.
From tree tops he
announces, enunciates each
word, and sings each line
not once but twice, in case
you haven'ty, heard. He whistles
to greenswoods and sky,
atimelesse trectop
muse, andf--'ﬂthou h we
do noti@ understand,

Asithat it's







Florence Nightingale and Athena
Sue Hardy-Dawson

*J mistress ba@

e

hapds c\
A lamp § for gnd

nightingale, a pocket
for an owl. They shook
their heads at fresh air, at rats
beneath the beds. Cleanliness!
They mocked her, as they carried
out their dead. My mistress took
a fine, stiff brush, scrubbed her
fingers raw. She opened every
window, wrapped her patients
clean and warm. She shook
her head at gangrene, the

000 stenc of rotte flesh,
the

e b0l
o)ede sure the sick were fed. m\lstmss has a gentle face,
& soul. A lamp for a nightingale, a pocket for an owl.
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Otter
Liz Brownlee

O
There's o
an ottery o)
dash, a
lolloping
flash, a
plop and
a splash as
the lithe river
thief flows like water
beneath with a flash
(@) of sharp teeth,
o under ripples a -
(o]

o) glimmer where
o light bends and
O shimmers the
OO o sinuous swimmer
Pol O winds hither
and thither, mud
O whirlpools a-glitter
@) with fish all a-skitter,
@) @ there's no hope he's

missing despite their
resisting his spirals and
twisting for his whiskered dip
ends a-sleek and a-drip with
a shake and a flip; and the quick-

°0

Qo

silver whizz of bubbles
S e ) i has his
L= . watery
Z%izv wish

ovth,
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“hsrg o°



~ 0 Nightingale
y - Liz Brownlee
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