Heron

By Antoinette Voiite Roeder

We see him first

from a distance

blending with rock and sea.
With every turn in the path
he appears again, drawing
our gaze. We simply have
to stop.

It’s not that he

befriends us; no,

but we can’t keep

our eyes off him.

Tall and solitary,

immensely contemplative,

he slowly stalks the shallow water,
bending a slim and elegant leg,
lifting a foot clad in seaweed

to which he pays no attention at all.

His garment is grey,

a tasseled prayer shawl
whose fringes fly out

with every breeze.

A thin black pony tail

trails down his back,

his buffy-peach bill

the sole spot of color

in his monochromatic dress.

He crooks one leg on take-off
and in a single powerful stroke
becomes heavily airborne,
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great wings spread
and waving.

Our mystical guide,

it occurs to me

might just be Thomas Merton in
disguise, the short and sturdy
monk come back

as a thin, aristocratic bird.

Wouldn’t it be just like him?



