On Seeing My Heron from a Distance
A familiar great blue heron

Is perched on a shallow-water buoy

Fishing

Where I wish I were

Fishing.

February is near its leap year finish;

One-day broadening is as unforgivable a sin as blasphemy;

February of all the winter months is most in need of absolution—
Is most likely to spend time in purgatory

Awaiting prayer.

For three months now

I have been banished from

Being on water.

Oh, I walk the dam or shoreline

But beside is not the same as upon.
My heron does not understand

Why my boat does not appear near

Where he fishes.

He knows I know

He knows the best places.

I deem him oblivious
To seasons.
Although cold blooded,

He must be aware

Of what the dank night air

Has done to lower the temperature of water

And aware

Of what cold water

Does to make colder daytime winter winds
Already gusting from the Northwest.

I want my heron

To have company on hard-by buoys.

A blue-gray and white gull nearby
Would mean migration

And impending spring

When I can return

To water and to my heron,
That misses me

As I miss his lengthening afternoon shadow
In the warm spring sunshine.

