The Archeopteryx's Song by Edwin Morgan

I am only half out of this rock of scales.
What good is armor when you want to fly?
My tail is like a stony pedestal

and not a rudder. If | sit back on it

I sniff winds, clouds, rains, fogs where

I'd be, where I'd be flying, be flying high.
Dinosaurs are spicks and

all I see when 1 look back

is tardy turdy bonehead swamps

whose scruples are dumb tons.

Damnable plates and plaques

can't even keep out ticks.

They think when they make the ground thunder
as they lumber for a horn-lock or a rut

that someone is afraid, that everyone is afraid,
but not one is afraid. The lords of creation
are in my mate's next egg's next egg's next egg,
stegosaur. It's feathers | need, more feathers
for the life to come. And these iron teeth

| want away, and a smooth beak

to cut the air. And these claws

on my wings, what use are they

except to drag me down, do you imagine

| am ever going to crawl again?

When | first left that crag

and flapped low and heavy over the ravine

| saw past present and future

like a dying tyrannosaur

and skimmed it with a hiss.

I will teach my sons and daughters to live
on mist and fire and fly to the stars.
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