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THE BirDS OF THE NEIGHBORHOOD "i




oday is the day to open your doors and observe

the Birds of the Neighborhood! I know because

they are here with me, bowing as I type. It is so
easy to miss the earliest moments of the season. When
Jonathon, our young Pipit, came through the top of my
window, a great hurried cloud of brick dust and feather
where he'd forced himself in, I knew I had been lazy in
going to them, our Birds. Late to welcoming the weath-
er. The season is forced by their work alone, so be sure
to set out a treat or two. Suet fat like honeycomb with
peppered millet seed, or your fruits gone to rot, split
for them to dip to. Try your cat’s kills for the sharper
ones, which Jonathon especially likes. His claws pulling
them limp & letting hang, a tug for each beat wing, up
to where he'll sit and pick on a perfect branch. Then a
long, deep trill for the last light in the day. Leave your
rooms, birders. Husk your sorrow from you down to
the deeper meat, and step out to the sidewalks. Well
listen for the thick twilight titter, that high headbent
churr that marks meaning out from the mindless day.
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hat are we wasting at, still rumbling

through our rooms this late in the day? It is

time, time, time, now. Time to go and spend
a long, open morning with the Birds of the Neighbor-
hood. On a day like today, you will find them down by
the foundations of the millhouse. Look for them out of
the sun, where the water comes against the pitted con-
crete & deep mud of the ruins there. They will be lifting
their wings with grace behind them just to fold them
up again, tucking themselves together slowly, with a
chittered sigh. They are exhausted! Our paper light,
hollow light, metronome birds. They have been at work
all day. They've pulled the letters from our typewriters
and stripped our wires to shreds. They’ve tounged pulp
from our money to line holes in our garden walls. And
now their hearts will press at their ribs from the effort
of it for hours. Look at the bodies like puffed dust, the
small hairs at their bill's edge shaking with hard breath.
Go to them. They've saved you again for an afternoon.
Lie there a while, and they will step gentle into your
palms. Today we all sleep together, each brave bird and
his charge.




e sure this coming month to observe the funny

behavior of the Birds of the Neigborhood! The

Poor-will boys are puffing high, their feathered
breasts in hopeful pose, down-thick and stretching
proud. They've learned this dance from the older birds,
followed by faith their rustling shudder in a patch of
sun, a brassy flash shaking from tail to throat, where
they turn out their pocked whistle and pretty sigh. But
it’s always bumbling boys they follow, too. They will
never really understand what they they’re after. Look at
how far they are from the females, who you can tell by
the careful distance in their eyes. Each fall, the female
poor-will is buried away to hide in leaf-piles, where
they crawl close for the touch of a wing, or between
the bricks by the chimney’s warmth, the ivy growing
them thickly closed. What cold work our birds do to
continue their kind! But here they are both out again,
out in the light, with a season’s sleep in their eyes. Go
sit between the sexes with the summer’s sun for them,
with some seed in your pocket and your modest smile.
We can wait until the winter to wonder who is helping
who.
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