miles is the best noise maker

i have met in a long while,

and he happens to be 

my son.

he squeals sounds 

i can't figure how his throat,

or epiglottal matter could have

let it out.

he sounds part bird.

sometimes he emits sounds so long

i marvel at the fresh, pink lungs that

palpitate his oxygen about his new body.

now, he has taken to something called 

'bumping'

it's an old trick his old man used to pull

off by rocking back and forth with force 

as you make random sounds.

it's rather monotonous,

spastic.

but i see my genetic code swimming

through the whites of his eyes and 

know he got those sounds through 

my sperm sizzled with my sweet carolines

egg.

it exists without any behavioral psychology,

but it won't hurt.

miles my noisemaker,

won't you squeak once more before i leave

the house for the day?
