Sing Songbird

Melodious notes greet the morning sun

As due drops soon return to the sky,

The mocking bird’s twill our days begun

With the lonely Loon’s hale for a partner doth cry.

“Coo, coo,” oh docile dove of peace

Should our minds seek this gentler course,

Or glide on the thermals like the flock of geese

Returning year on year to its origin’s source.

Renewed, I stretch out my withered limbs

To face the day its slate unwritten

But as witness to those wonderful hymns

Of the songbird’s call I am truly smitten.
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