Creation of the Birds
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Green herons and snowy egrets
we follow through the park.
Winding the stream, close

as you can get to take

a picture, close as I can

stay to you.

Hummingbirds and tufted titmice. You know
the syrup and suet to conjure

such smallness. Feathers you find

under trees, whispers humming

against my chest, eyelashes

grazing my neck.

All these names. Flickers, swallows
with their forked tails. Horned owlet
you develop and frame

for me. Pigment you inject

water into by squeezing

the reservoir of your brush,

shades I wait

for you to teach me

the words for. I never watched the sky
before I met you, before I saw you
touch a shaking animal, before

the trembling stopped.



