
VOICES 
 

Again I hear a thousand voices in the silence: 
 
the cock-crow piercing the dawn, 
 
birds chirping, morning commotion, 
 
the wind wafting golden waves in the field, 
 
raindrops pattering on windows and tiled roofs, 
 
the call of the sea crashing against the cliff. 
 
How wonderful to hear voices without having to speak! 

 


