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The jays hang in the huckleberry,

pillaging pink from the blossoms,

scarlet from the berries.

They shove aside the tiger swallowtail

sipping decorously from the tiny tumblers,

drive the bees from their petal-scented homeland,

take over the territory completely.

Even the robins with their red bibs

and prandial lilt and chatter

have made themselves scarce.

There would be silence

but for the jays busy at their intifada,

raucous and truculent

with their foraging appetite

for nectar and the smaller insects,

their leaf-battering wings

banishing butterfly and bee

to the lesser shrubs and bushes

in the margins of the garden,

and harrying the robins from the huckleberry
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they once adorned,

sunny and aflutter in company,

with simplesong and apt similitude.
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