BIRD BOX
In spring when the sun was high
My young daughter Grace and I

Playing in the garden heard

The chirping of baby birds.

Innocent, I’d placed a box 

Built of wood and silver tacks

In between thorns and branches

A safe home for feathered friends.

Now we approached the may tree

Tiptoed up so Grace could see

Opened up the box’s lid

Beheld what till now was hid:
A mother and newborn chicks

A nest of twigs, straw and sticks

A perfect haven of peace

Until – frozen – she saw me!

Monstrous face, a giant’s eye,

A devil where once was sky!
Paradise lost, now found out

Her whole world turned upside down.
All at once I closed the lid

Cursed myself as stupid

Telling Grace do not disturb

The poor and innocent bird.
Some days later I looked in 

And saw a terrible thing

Five chicks inside, petrified

Dead like they’d been mummified

Their mouths with beaks still open

They’d died abandoned, hoping

That one day she would return,
Save them from the hunger-burn.
But it was never to be

Nobody to blame but me 

A clumsy God, a bird brain
I cleared the box out in the rain.
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