© Joseph Tradescent


Let Me See
I prefer it when dark

So one can’t see the singing lark

And I can listen unashamedly

Here, beneath this bushel tree.

Sitting down in this shade

I can see the sun’s light softly fade;

It leaves our shores for other lands,
Their tall heavy trees and golden sands.

Our tiny baby little birds

Chitter chatter, a noise absurd,
While in this wonderful night

They make me fervent out of sight.

