Bye Bye Bird

In my youth, the tunes of the dove could be heard whenever I awoke. 
Its sweet melody woke me up like an alarm and I listened to its voice.
And in the most unassuming times, when I thought it had its last croak;
It came to sing to me once more, and I would always rejoice.

Until one night, when I was in distress and went to bed.
I could not think straight and wept with a pillow over my head.
And I was awake all night, hoping the bird would hum me a calming lullaby.
But little did I know that the bird had left without a final goodbye.

And one day, I was suddenly kicked from the house I lived in.
The door slammed shut behind me, marking my saddening exile.
And on that day, I came to the home of my mother, my dad not in sight.
And no bird could be heard from my bedroom, and I cried the whole night.

Years passed, and the screeching of my mother meant I was now being exiled once more.
This time, my mother had enough and watched me as I trudged out the door.

Now older, and more mature, I recognized the bedroom in my dad’s home that I once laid in.
And I rushed in like the small child I once was, hoping the bird was waiting to harmonize for me.
But as hours passed, I could not hear a single sweet lyric from the Mourning Dove, or even its kin.
And the absence of music made me realize that on that night years ago, the exile of I meant the exile of it.

And so, I came to terms with the fact that my life over the years has changed.
The adagio of silence rang through my eardrums, in a deafening manner.
And the next day I had come to terms with this new lifestyle I had arranged.
And so, I laid in bed, and I was no longer in need of the Mourning Dove’s lullaby, and I finally went to sleep by myself in peace, realizing how much the little bird really mattered.




