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Wind

Don’t worry about the wind.

It just wants to be heard.

If you listen very hard,

you can hear it whisper words:

“Wake up,

wake up!

The wind is here

to dash over your faces.

I’ve rushed all night

across the land,

bringing air 

from far-off places.”

Don’t worry about the wind.

Lift the window, let it in. 

Fall asleep and listen hard: 

the wind will tell you 

where it’s been!


