The American Bittern

 

On our way to getting stuck

In the thick black mud –

The sucking, sticking, stinking mud – 

Of the South Texas brush country.

 

As we drive toward the cayo

The harrier flies low across the salt grass,

Orange-brown breast reflecting the yellow

Of the late afternoon sun

As it bobs and weaves

And suddenly settles on the field mouse.

 

The cayo beckons the driver

Like a light house to a lost ship,
Begging us to enter the lair of the bittern, 

A bird that hides among the reeds,

A bird that disdains public attention,

A big bird that seldom shows itself

Until flushed by our wayward jeep

That thinks it can float across the cayo –

A jeep that carries us toward our destiny –

A jeep that almost makes its way across the slush,

A jeep that comes to rest

Where the bittern plays,
A place that should be left

To the bittern.  

 

