Hummingbird Search
by Deborah Ruddell
If you spy a greedy bird
who’s the size of your thumb

and he’s covered all in sequins

and you hear him hum

and he helicopters down

to the honeysuckle vine

and he takes a big swig

from the columbine

and he flaps his teeny wings

like a maniac,

would you tell him that I miss him

and to please come back?
