There’s A Robin in the Bathroom
by Deborah Ruddell
He sings in the shower
and bathes in the sink.

he lounges in bubbles

to help himself think.

he leaves little footprints

on top of my soap.  

I’d like to go in,

but I’m giving up hope.

He uses my toothbrush

to scour his wings.

He sloshes and splashes

On all of our things.

He sprinkles himself

in my mother’s cologne.

He asks me politely

to leave him alone.
