bird match

Hundreds

Of birds

About the 

Crazy cold air,

Black tree branches,

While the

Planes 

Scream by.

Single-twin engines putting

A

Poot

Puff


Gurgle

As

The

Immaculate sound

Of

114 birds flap 

their wings 

27 feet above my head.

In a swooping,

Diving,

Paramount cluster

Of

Ballerinas in air.

Going to 

Another 

Feathered roof,

Going like mad,

Boiling potatoes,

Going in a collective chirp of beauty.

Movement that 

Makes you stop,

Moves making you walk faster,

Birds of Jan.

Together

For some heat

&

an air show

no 

airport can match.

