
             THE CHICKADEE

I have massaged this poem several 
times, but it still feels awkward to me. 
However, I think it merits inclusion.

Chick a dee a dee,
I see you in the tree,
A cap of black,
A vest of white,
As pretty as can be,

Chick a dee a dee,
You are a friend to me,
I’d feel just fine,
To pledge this rhyme,
To friendship and to thee,

What do you think will be?
What future do  you see,
I’d like to know,
Before you go,
And fly away so free,

Our minds are not in tune,
If we could just commune,
I’d feel so great,
And thoughts relate,
Of world, and sun, and moon,

Where birds and humans free,
Find worth in every tree,
And do not haste,
But slow the waste,
Of earth, and sky, and sea,

I’ve heard that in the East,
Some creatures talk at least,
But I cannot,
I have forgot,
The ancient speech of beast,

Chick a dee a dee,
Will we never see,
A world more fair,
Clean seas, clean air,
What will the future be?
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