January 31, 2009
A Letter to Jaybirds

Hey bird, it’s the landing, 

more to do with that than

any fluffed up fancy 

flaps over social standings.
Now we appreciate flying 
for the beat of the music
and we use it to move it we 
cant loose it for trying 

Let go from the tree tops, 

a lesson out the coop 
drop straight to the stoop

never restrained with a rope.
I.D. a species on the spot 
because you Darwin know
about the gypsy, the patron, 
the cuckoo, the tipsy
Migrate as the winds permit 
your bones are not hollow.
You are breast of the quail

the span of the swallow.
Owl whisper wise ole words

Nest, test, love, rest, birds
Let it to the best to crow, cause 

Jaybird in time we all go.

