Little Bird

Lawrence Raab

One cloud was following another

across a blue and passionless sky.

It was the middle of summer, far enough

from December for a man to feel indifferent
to the memories of cold, not yet close

enough to autumn to be caught up

in all its folderol about death.

Neither cloud looked like a whale

or a weasel, or any kind of fanciful beast.

All morning I’d felt my life dragging me down.

The view from my window refused to lift my heart.

The sight of a blank piece of paper

filled me with sadness. I wanted to set

my life down in a comfortable chair, tell it

to take a long nap, and walk away as if

I were somebody else, somebody without a house
or a family or a job, but somebody who might
soon feel with a pang precisely the absence

of everything I had. A cool breeze lifted

the curtains in the room where I was sitting.

A bird was singing. Had it been singing for long?
Far off there were mountains, but I didn’t

wish to go there. Nor did I yearn

to be standing by a lake, or walking

beside the tumult of the sea.

The little bird kept repeating itself.

I filled a glass with water and watched it tremble.
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