The Minnow Catching Boys
By: Susan Skinner

By the bridge the sunburnt boys,
Knee-deep, with yellow nets on sticks,
Waylay the silky edge of water,
Scan and dip.

Heads down, brown necks glistening
They make bets, poke and tip
Their nimble catch.
Then one boy delicately lifts

His net and treads
The wet ridges of stone
To the dry pebbles, flips
His minnows into a tin bucket

And wades back slowly, alone
With a sense of immortality.
For they have always been here,
The minnow catching boys,

Breeches rolled, hands cupped,
Feet green in the shallows,
Followed by an old dog bearing
A stick from ear to ear

And a small girl
Who can never quite catch up,
Calling for them to wait.
But no one waits.

The dog paddles to the beach,
Shakes in a cascade of diamonds
Then wanders off.
Shadows under the bridge unfurl

And slips down river; the slow
Sun dips behind trees
In a green burying.
And when they have had enough

The minnow catching boys
Make for home, swinging
The tin bucket, shouldering nets
That glint like yellow butterflies in tow.

