Fishen

By Sharon J. Robertson

I was sitten there 

Wishen I could go Fishen.

Then I heard Ma call

From the kitchen.

I gotta do my chores 

In the pig pen and barn.

It’s what you do 

When you live on a farm.  

So off I go 

Dreaming of that fishen pole

And plotting an escape

To where the fish await.

I enter the barn.

The pole I spy

And I keep it in 

The corner of my eye

I work on and on

Until I can’t take anymore.

I grab that ol’ pole and 

Head for the shore. 

I break out in a run 

Thinking of the fun.

Straight down the dock

To the boat that’s afloat.

I land with my knee 

On the boat’s bow

And push off real hard

To gain a fair yard.

My skinny arms flail

So fast that it makes

The lake, boat, and ors 

Create quite a wake

With lilies for cover

And seaweed swaying, 

The elusive fish would 

Be feeding and hiding. 

.

I look and see laying there

A fishen nightmare. 

That in bushes somewhere

My pole got stripped bare. 

It was the hook

I lost in my haste,

Jumping the logs and more

Down to the shore.

My minds in a whirl 

And figuring takes hold,

On how to  replace 

That fishen hook’s gold.

On my pants strap  

I find

A safety pin 

To string on the line. 

I was set to begin

The adventure planned

And I got my wish 

Of stalking the fish.

I hooked a big one that day

And let him play.

Then headed for shore

Not seeing what’s in store.  

There my ma walked 

To the head of the dock.

She looked with suspect,

Ready to wring my neck.

She grabbed my pole

Then my hand 

And off we went…

To put my catch in a pan.

We walked and talked 

About my great day

And I can truly say

We were pals.

         Ma was quite a gal!  

