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Voices drift up to me,
ifonly I could hear the song
the night bird sings. | take
my collecting jar
and go down the stajrs,
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1he‘ of my

boots is loud. So | step into
" afield to listen for

the night song.
Ihearnothing
The meadow
twinkles with
ﬁreﬁesmeyﬂoataroum
me, blinking on and off
like shooting stars.




| capture ﬁreﬂl:f- They fil A great bedtime read, as
mg with '"9s Natiion M mysterious and thought-

s mmemw 22y % provoking as a zen koan.
and | ask- \\/ " Starred Re.view

Are you the one who ' ' MarchK'Zr(')((;’;

sings the song of night? ‘_

Peeent! |

Not |, the nighthawk says

as it wings P

to the woods. < g

| run after, =~

spilling fireflies as | go.
The village clock strikes ten.




