
 

 

Quinn Burch 

Fathersong 

 A cardinal called 

from a nearby tree, 

recalling to me 

how my father sang. 

 

 I looked up  

and said, “‘Daddy,  

come sing with me,” 

 

The cardinal 

ruffled his feathers, 

flapped his wings, 

  

swooped, circled, 

and came to rest 

on my wrist, 

 

looked up at me  

with my father’s eyes. 

 


