FLYING CHICKEN FEATHERS
Poem by Glenn G. Coats
Have you ever flown
A chicken feather?
First, you need gusts of wind
Blowing to the east—
Crossing streams
Whistling through trees

THEN
Crossing the pasture
You are standing in.
(The chicken barn
is not so far away,)
You gather up feathers
from the ground:
Long ones,

Short ones,

Fluffy ones,

THEN
You find the highest point
In the pasture;
With your back
to the wind
Hold a feather up

Just one,

Wait for a gust
Let go.

THEN
Your feather might dive
Right to the ground,
Try another until
One feather
Floats in the wind
Rocks a bit...

THEN
It rises up
Across the pasture
Over the mailbox
Over the road
Over the pines
Until you no longer see it.

THEN
You go home and say:
| have flown a feather
A chicken feather
Which may still be rising
At just this moment

Above the town.



