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What is it seeks a rugged cliff-- 

That beats with tiny wings against the granite rock-eroding earth-- 

This washing--ever, ever washing of foundations? 

 

What is it dares to face a stormy sea 

That hides in small encircled holes, 

Feeling safe 

Yet knowing any moment safety could go crashing to the ground to wash away 

in foaming wrath of waves? 

 

What is it darting forth on quivering wings 

To see what lies beyond the circled holes; 

To venture even farther day by day 

Until the precipice is but an image in the mind? 

 

What is it speaking lonely in the night, 

Yet chattering and crying caustically by day, 

This need to make itself be heard: 

This speaking as the wings brush by in thousands-- 

then returning to the nest? 

 

What is it carrying the instincts held within the womb and knowing things 

which never need be learned: 

 

The judgment of an avalanche of snow-- 

The warning of a cresting wave as it roars landward from the sea 

To crash and batter-clawing monstrous fists against the rock and earth-- 
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