We are all just Birds Chirping into the Night

We are all birds chirping in the night.
Words are pictures that we draw over the truth
Shapes wrapped around the sounds.
Listen a little closer…
is it an emotion, a desire, a truth
running through the casing like a symphonic current
washing images onto the coast of your mind?
Take the shells from your ears
and hold hands through the dance of a naked soul.
We are all birds chirping in the morning.

