bird conductor

the maestro is 

hanging above the 

bare oak in front

of my work window

slashing his colorless

wand to a pack of 

orchestrated bird beaks

seeking the riches of 

a smashed cardboard

of old fries.

a group of black wings,

precise feet

and hungry bent necks

all smack at this 

errant human waste morsel

and when sounds come,

all birds flit and flop

up in a synchronized tango.

up and down like 

the conductor will pay 

them time and a half

overtime if they do this

well.

and new birds arrive,

the crowd of huddled feathers

gets more profound,

and they still pick up

the conductors cue

and flop up,

to the side,

and back down again.

no one is tired

in this hungry sonata,

not even the sun

with all of those years

of tired, orange 

exhaustion.
