For Liam Whose Singing over the Baby Monitor wakes me

Sing the sounds that make you laugh

The “hey!” and “hey!” of pillowed rushes

The roar of lion and gurgle of giraffe

The why of yuck and hush of shushes

The choice of silence on music’s staff—

words are the gates of souls

ingress

egress

ingots

egrets

words like birds

winged soaring

hovering just out of your reach

but if you are patient and hold your hands just so
birds will find a perch on your fingers

or tickle at your throat

whisper in your ear

“Hey,” and “hey!” bright beautiful boy
indistinguishable consonant of toy or joy

and so you sing to hear the birds that whirl and flutter in your head
the mutter and pearl of words just out of reach

sounds like puzzles on a table scattered in pieces separate



and familiar

similar

like shapes appearing in a fog

that slink and slither loom and lurch
or soft around the edges suddenly sharpen and stand upright
words are not the things themselves
only ways to describe the thing

you build a box to hold the thought
and when you laugh or sing

alone

the bird you’ve caught in your hands
settles, fluffs, shrugs a wing

and breathing deeply returns to sleep
Words are clothes for the love we keep

Words are sort of almost kinda less or more

and where the wild things are,

or what’s a metaphor?

We hear we gather we store up words until undammed
a torrent pours

and stirs a twitter and flitter of sleepy birds

limber in the limbs of trees time to wing it

sing it time to time to rouse the sun and run



Time to play—

“Hey,” you laugh, “Hey! Where is everyone? Hey!”



