
The Heron's Dance

I landed here in the country north of seven over thirty years ago. The people here 
have made me welcome and I love to see them in town and in their kitchens to share a 
laugh or a smile. There are other places I have seen and other places that I thought I 
wanted to call home, but here is where I chose. I tell people that I chose this place because 
there are no wood ticks and that if you want to have a picnic, you don't have to worry 
about checking for them after, but in truth there are too many reasons for the list. Now 
years later after the decision to settle has gone by, there is only one reason that stands out 
and that is my children and the sanctuary my wife and I have provided for them. My 
daughter's days of berry picking in the swamps around the house are all but done. Her 
adventures lie in far off fields and ivory towers. I have a son though and he is still young 
and loves to traipse around with me in the woods and fields.

I have been here long enough to know and be known by the creatures in my neck of 
the woods. My favourite creatures are the Blue Herons. You know that summer is coming 
when they arrive and you know that there will be an Indian Summer to come when you still
see them dipping in the swamp after the frost. I learned a long time ago that they like to be 
talked to. I remember my eight year old daughter and her friends out behind the house 
when I was feeling childish enough to squawk at a passing Blue Heron. They make an awful
sound, but it circled around and I squawked again and it landed.

The sweetest moment was a few years back when my son and I were swimming in 
the river. We have a nice swimming hole spring fed so that when the rest of the river is dry 
or full of leeches we are blessed with enough water for a shallow dive and a nice swim. My 
son and I were in the river neck deep. It was a hot day and just standing there with our feet
in the sand and rocks on the bottom was enough to fill our needs this life time. Ask any 
person worth their salt and they'll tell you those times with their children fishing or haying 
or some other minor thing under the big sky is what makes it all worthwhile. I must have 
done something right in my last life time, if there is such a thing, because at that very full 
moment a Heron sailed over. It didn't notice the two rocks in the water that were our 
heads. I let out one of those squawks and it circled and started to land on the top of a cedar 
on the far side of the swimming hole. It decided to leave, so I squawked again. It turned 
around, dancing like a ballerina. Every time the Heron looked like it was going to leave I 
would squawk. It kept pirouetting like Karen Kaine,
defying gravity and hardly bending the frail tips of that
great cedar. If it was two minutes it seemed like five and
then again it seemed like forever. Then my son and I
burst out laughing and the Heron flew away. My son and
I will always share that moment and I will live a little
longer for I am sure he will tell his children when my
soul has flown away.
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