Can of ‘Possum

On EKU’s campus for homecoming
We enjoyed the parade on Lancaster

Then parked near Telford

To walk the hill of University Drive

Toward Sullivan and in the direction of Boone.

Two of us were alumni—

One a new freshman,

Looking forward to her second EKU football experience.

Now, months later,

We have forgotten floats, candidates, and the score.
What we recall are the two eyes

Begging up at us from inside

A University Drive garbage can

That was attracting the attention of two undergraduates

Who, staring into the can at those eyes, attracted our attention—the three of us.

There inside the can was an opossum

Pleading up to us for salvation.

“Aren’t ‘possums supposed to play dead
When frightened?”

We asked ourselves.

This one didn’t; he had the sad eyes of a country singer

Feeling the words of a sad love song.
He was too little and too young

To be a college freshman
Although he was gifted certainly, for he had trapped himself in front of the honors dorm—

No fraternity dorm for him!

We let him be,

And he continued to be, I supposed, the way we had first seen him—afraid.

But after our lunch in the ravine, we spied the young couple 
Who had drawn us to the can, the ‘possum’s unhappy home.
They were pleased to inform us that Mr. ‘Possum had finally found salvation.

They had thought of the thing to do we had not.

They simply turned the can on its side

To see the ‘possum scuttle away—
Lesson learned—never again to climb inside cans.

I have found myself telling this story repeatedly
As if I were the mariner.
I am disappointed in myself, 
EKU alumnus,
For lacking the common sense to set the ‘possum free.
