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My Budgie
One reader describes her love for her bird in a poem.
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By Elizabeth Johnson, Connecticut

MiracleSmaller than a whisperinside a smooth haven or soft darknessYou begin your life

Then that special momentThe darkness had grown too smallYou strained, you struggledYou broke free into noise and light
Sweet creatureYou came into the worldCold, naked, pinkCrying for mama's warmth

You grew so fastStubby nubs became wingsLittle spikes became feathersYou became a beautiful bird

You are my constant companionOn my shoulder, on my headHiding in my hair like a forestPlaying with me

Little explorerCourageous acrobatLovable clownTiny friend

I love your smooth, round headYour bright, blinking eyesYour velvet feathersYour perfect, pink feet

You nibble my hair when I'm sadYou climb my shirt when I'm lonelyYou seem to know when | need a laughAnd then provide
it for me

How can such a small birdContain so much love?



