Every Day Begins Bravely
 

When daybreak's cold light 

lies behind trees and hedges

behind houses

and roadside verges are dewsilvered

a wren flies up to a thin ridge of roof

or topmost cable

and in his hard little voice

shouts his defiance at all predators

calls alive

the colours of the day

 

Rumpled

floating above the gravity of sleep

I tell myself to get up

try again
