
Rite of Passage 
 
It wasn’t the hunt 
by men with guns 
impressing the autumn skies. 
 
It wasn’t a preacher 
or a school teacher 
that removed the beam from my eyes. 
 
It was merely a trifle – 
downed bird, air rifle, 
fun with a BB gun. 
 
How the spot on its breast did burn! 
It died that I might learn 
my hunting days were done. 
 


