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Feather

On the grass outside
the door this morning

a short, black feather.
Four inches. Long barbs.

Perhaps the under
wing of a crow. This

feather will yet fly.
I will tie this gift

into trout flies, some
wet: Greenwell’s Glory,

and some dry: Blue Dun.

13

Flyfishing
POEMS GARY METRAS / PHOTOGRAPHS NEAL MENSCHEL

Please subscribe to read more...

http://wildapples.org/master/subscriptions.php

