Another Victim 

for Doug Peacock

All shot—a small porcupine, a crow,

a ground squirrel, a coyote, a marmot,

a beaver—settling over their bones in the slow

wilt of decay, some still sporting the dot

on their skulls where the bullet passed.  As a kid,

I too was compelled to shoot stuff.  I backed

a possum into its cave in the dump in Granddad’s

pasture and emptied a clip into the dark

until the light of its eyes went out.  Here

by the Yellowstone on this strip of public land,

between the ranch and subdivisions, where

the public takes it out on what’s not banned

and punches holes in anything left wild,

I’m just another victim of a child.

