
 
 
 
 

‘The Magician’ 
-by Rich Butnotfamous 

 
Sunset casts,  

Its last,  
Lazy rays,  
Of the day,  

Illuminating deciduous hues,  
Ochre to burgundy through.  

 
Autumnal air bears the subtle tang of frost,  

And a fine drizzle weeps for the summer lost.  
 

The forest is full of long shadow,  
And above floats the crow,  

Watchful of woodlands below.  
 

He's looking for something with a predator's eye,  
Analysing each twitch of the branches from high,  

In his mind.  
 

Idling aloft in his dark feathered cloak,  
He hears a cry,  
From beside,  

An ominous oak,  
And descends to investigate this vulnerable sound,  

And lands beside a rabbit that's stuck to the ground.  
 

The doe's foot caught in a snare laid by men,  
The crow calculated it would never hop again,  
So patiently he waited for the rabbit's demise,  

So he could feast on its liver,  
Its heart,  

And its eyes.  
 

"Why don't you help me,"  
The doomed rabbit cried,  

"How cruel you must be, cold, dead inside!"  
 

The crow answered,  
Quick to retort,  

"My calculating mind informs me you're caught!  
What can I do with no means to free you,  

You are now a meal for me,  
Just wait is what I must do!"  

 
 
 
 
 



 
 

All of a sudden a stag joined the throng,  
He'd overheard their conversation and at once bellowed,  

"Wrong,  
You are, despicable bird!  

Opportunist you are,  
For even though you have heard,  

Distress from a creature that's suffering so,  
It asks for your help,  

And all you say is no!"  
 

Startled,  
The crow just freezes with fear,  

Confused in the headlights of judgment from deer!  
 

The stag indeed freed the vulnerable creature,  
Nibbling through string,  

A saviour had reached her.  
 

The doe hopped away,  
The stag too departed,  

Leaving the crow alone and disheartened.  
 

He couldn't escape his thoughts racing round,  
Pondering on what's wrong with him,  

As the stag had him found.  
 

The scent of his fear had drawn near a bear,  
So consumed was the crow he remained unaware,  

Of the presence of a predator much greater then he,  
‘Til a twig snapped behind him,  
And woke him from this reverie.  

 
Intuition kicked in and the crow left the ground,  

The claws barely missed him,  
No purchase was found,  

By the bear who'd been hunting for himself a meal,  
Of a bird who himself was attempting to heal.  

 
The bear called out to the crow up above,  

"A near miss you had, feathered, umbra dove,  
On you I could have feasted happily,  

But your fear gave you wings to fly away, free!"  
 

Observing the bear the crow realised,  
This grizzly had no qualm with its own sense of I,  

And neither should he, the crow then surmised,  
As it visited earth but lived in the skies.  

 
Nothing was wrong with the crow after all,  

For a creature to fly it must learn how to fall,  
Creating a body that rides on the currents,  

Not preying on self and suspending all judgment.   
 
 
 


