Cormorant Down

for Tim Labonte

It stands at the edge of the brook 

waiting for a trout. When it sees

one it dives underwater and swallows

it, then returns to its post, a statue to be

ignored by the fish. This cormorant, however,

is on your property, eating the fish you want

for dinner. While it waits for its next victim you

retrieve a Winchester 300, turn your camouflage 

baseball cap backward, use a tree stump to steady

your aim through the sight and you carefully squeeze 

the trigger. One hundred and fifty yards away the bird drops 

into the brook its wing beating one final time against 

the water it knows well, blood streaming behind, the head underwater. 

