On a warm summer day

When I was a boy, maybe 8 or 9

My brother and I went hiking through a nearby woods.

 

When we came upon a small creek

He stopped to play in the water

While I hiked on.

 

After awhile I turned around 

then realized I was alone

So I yelled “Lar ree!”

 

I looked around again

And everything seemed different

I was disoriented, “Lar REEE!!”

 

Then in the distance, a faint sound,

I heard my name, “Jer reee”

So I headed off towards the call.

 

As the “Jer reee” got louder 

It sounded like a whistle

And it was coming from a little bird in a tree.

 

As it flew off, I followed for some unknown reason

And soon I heard the running water of the creek

There was my brother, still playing.

 

Afterwards it became a tradition in our family

To make the whistle of the chickadee

When you wanted to find one another.

 

In later years while hiking alone in the forest

Every once in awhile I would realize

There was a chickadee following me and whistling.

 

I had learned by then about other people’s beliefs

So I wondered if reincarnation is real and

A member of my family is calling me.

 

Now as I hike alone through the forest

And I hear the whistle of the chickadee

I whistle back.

 

 

Jerome
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