[bookmark: _GoBack]Nesting
Just yesterday, I convinced myself the bird can’t speak.
I’d say, this bawdy, scruffy bird isn’t talking to me.
He can’t be. 
Someone grab me,
I’ve grown too wobbly and weak.

I wonder what would have happened,
if I had not befriended that pesky bird.
What started as throwing crumbs of bread to him,
has turned to throwing bits of my body.

A poet’s nature is to make
beauty out of the simplest of things.
Like a mother kissing her child
or a flower being crushed by a rake.

My nature is not to make beauty out of this blackout.
The blackout that has pushed pieces
of my brain out of my ears.
He says to make room for him.

Just yesterday, the bird spoke softer,
and I was finally able to see.
It’s a voice I’ve heard before
and a voice I’ll hear again.

Just yesterday, I had a brain.
Now, stands a gawking bird 
and tally marks on my skull.
The things he says appeal to me,
as my decaying sanity appeals to him.
