It began:

In all honesty, I'm heading down to pressure wash the gifts left all over the boat by 5000 silly birds that couldn't possibly find somewhere else to hang out after a large meal of blackberries, "after the storm"...

Or is that TMI?

;-P

Janice

Then came this:
Woo Hoo, Poem time !@Q!

I know some little birdie nigh,

His craws are full of Berries,

He sits upon my boat up high

And "paints" it like some fairies.
But instead of leaving a fairy ring

That Birdie he do poop.

And sitting there he chirp and sing,

I'd like to hang him with a rope.
But I will wash and scrub my deck,

And curse that flying "Head"

During which, I'll say such things as "Heck"

N' Some more obscene words 'll sure be said,

And one day to my boat, I'll bring my little gun,

And shoot his feathered Messy Berry Butt,

I'll laugh and think of just how much fun,

It will be to scrub from off my deck... His pile of purple GUT
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