TE DESEO QUE SUENES BIEN

there is a bird.

there is a bird on a branch.

there is a bird on a branch combing out it’s plumage, bright & vibrant. it dances on the stalk,

small & wanting. i suppose we ought to go ask it if it is okay. & so we do. & the bird says, why, of
course! today is a most beautiful day. can’t you feel the sun? it has been so long

since the air has tasted this good. the bird says, i remember my first raspberry, the

blush on my beak. & we suppose this bird is correct. the sun is awfully warm today. warm in a way that
melts the last frost, but as a promised parting rather than a permanent goodbye. we are sharing a
container of just-sliced mangoes. they are an early summer heaven. in between bites, we leave out
slices for ants. all the ants thank us quietly, but on their walk back, they run in circles instead of lines.
the bird says, that is awfully kind of you. & we say, it really is quite sweet. today is a sweet day. & we really have
enjoyed speaking with you. & the bird makes no motion to eat the ants. & so we offer the bird

some of the mango. we say, it is quite a beautiful day. we are happy to be here. & we are happy to sing
with you. & you are so very beautiful, i love how you have arranged yourself. you could be a flower on
this branch. the sun gets lost in your pink feathered head. you are so beautiful, thank you for singing
with us. & the bird says, i would love to have some mango, & perhaps some peel, & did you keep the
seed? i so love cracking my beak on it, the way you chew ice. & we say, we are so sorry, we do not have
the peel, nor the seed. but we pick out all the darkest goldfish pieces for them, & they take it right out
of our fingers.

& we say, thank you, bird. thank you.

& truly, today has been the most beautiful day.

& are you happy, bird? are you happy to be here?

because we really, really are.

we are happy to be here.



