 Contemplation
 
The great blue heron
 
stands, unmoving.
 
Wavelets wash his knees,
 
splash, some high enough
 
to wet the feathers of his tail.
 
Still, he stands,
 
unmoving.
 
Minutes pass
 
before he turns his head, briefly;
 
then back to fixed attention,
 
watching windward,
 
waveward,
 
waiting.
 
I, meanwhile, fidget,
 
shift position, pick up shells,
 
study their design,
 
rise to gather driftwood,
 
return, sit, and watch
 
the waves waltz some more.
 
Uneasily shifting yet again,
 
I grasp a pen and scribble –
 
while the heron
 
stands,
 
unmoving. 
 
 
William D. Howden.

