  NIGHT PROWLER
On a quiet calm evening 

of clouds over the wetlands

a rufous heron paused,

his black and amber eyes

focused with intent 

on shallows along the shore.

The last light of day

gleamed on rufous feathers

smoothly moulded to cover

the curve of hunched shoulders.

An impeccable black cap

seemed almost scholarly.

Two creamy plumes 

drifting from his nape

were more ethereal 

but this was no heavenly bird.

Stalking, one foot before the other,

he extended a bill to search

among the roots of reeds.

Darting shadowy shapes

betrayed the secret lives

of yabbies, fish and frogs

that lurked; less elegant 

and far less intelligent. 
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