Crows
I hate the crows when they come to pick the corn.

And not the corn so much I mind but the scorn

They hold for me, the fields and themselves.

I hate how common they have become.

I hate them because they pick the dead from the road

And disturb their peace.
They fight among themselves for the smallest piece and then

They’ll pick each other’s eye for a bigger piece of meat.

I think of them sometimes when I drive alone

And it’s the miles that pull together all my thoughts –

The towns and church bazaars, the last words at the gate,

The lack of hope, and the dislike that lies this side of hate.

I sell insurance to those with teeter-totter lives

I see their tractors with their rust and fraying wives,

The slouching porch that needs two coats of white –

I guide their hands to write their names on the bottom line.

I wonder where my life has gone when I pull up and down a hill

I’m tired of picking at Missouri road kill

That crows and miles and constant heat seem to feast upon,

I move my mirror to avoid my eyes and pick some place beyond.

