WIND
By Avery Bond

IF I WERE THE WIND I WOULD HUFF AND PUFF THE 

COTTON CANDY CLOUDS ACROSS THE SKY.

I WOULD PUSH THE TRIANGLE SAILBOAT FROM

ONE BEACH TO ANOTHER.

I WOULD TURN THE TREE LIMBS UPSIDE DOWN AND

GIGGLE AT THEIR LOPSIDED SHAPES.

I WOULD SCATTER RAINDROPS FROM GREY BLANKET 

CLOUDS.

I WOULD GLIDE UNDER THE EATLE’S WINGS AND HOLD

HIM UP AS HE SOARS HIGH AND HIGHER.

I WOULD SING WITH CHILDREN SKIPPING ROPE TO A 

BEAT, BEAT, RHYTHM.

I WOULD CARRY ALL THE SEEDS OF GRAIN THE

FARMER SOWED TO THE RIGHT PLACES.

I WOULD COOL THE HEAT OF THE JUNGLE AND DANCE

IN ICYCLE BLASTS OVER THE FRIGID LANDS.

I WOULD WAVE MY MAGIC WAND OF FREEDOM OVER ALL

MOTHER EARTH’S CHARACTERS.

I WISH I WAS THE WIND.
