Angela Sullivan
Birds

A light breeze through the trees
Brings the
Chirp of birds;
Deep crimson flashes amongst the
Echoing cries…
Flitting through the
Green canopy overhead…
Hopping amongst the
Iris and
Jumping over a
Kaleidoscope of colors
Left after the early
Morning shower.
Not a cloud left
Overhead… A
Peeping chickadee appears to
Question a
Robin,
Standing in a bird bath between the
Trees…
Until a
Vulture
Wings its ugly head over the
Xeroxed perfectness of the lemonade
Yellow
Zinnias next door,
