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Poor Little Fella


I took the steps two at a time. Bounding down into Dad’s screen printing shop, I am greeted with the smell of hot ink and almost-burning cotton—a tinge in my nose that I’ve now become accustomed. Little League shirts have had him working around the clock. Right now, the gray team is up, the purple team on-deck, royal blue in the hole. 

“Danielle’s coming over,” I quickly said, carefully tip-toeing between various sized t-shirt boxes. Not even sure if he heard me, I waste no time to hear Dad’s response.


I slam the door behind me and just before turning to sprint down to the creek for the waiting crayfish, and happen to look down. 
What the heck? An unrecognizable blob of pink and blue and cream lay at my feet on the cement. I kneel down. I examine. By the appearance of what seems to be a few white, wispy feathers, I realize it’s the remains of a partially developed baby bird. A quick glance to my right confirms by suspicions. A shell smashed to pieces. Teetering on falling into the driveway, two larger sections of shell lay with yellow and brown liquid spewing out from the inside. 


“Come here little fella,” I whispered to him—or her, who knows—with a lump in my throat, “I’ll take care of ya.”


I turn and sprint back inside, once again dodging boxes, and hopefully, a glance from my father as well. The last thing I need is him seeing my crying eyes and hearing me try to choke out an answer in explanation.

Once upstairs, I stuff a softball sized wad of toilet paper into my pocket and grab a 4x4 piece of paper from the block of sticky notes with the bottom half of the words “One Stop”—a clothing distributor that always gives us samples—remaining. With a blue BIC pen, I sincerely write what I think are the most endearing words one can use to lay someone—or something—to rest. 
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