THE PROSE POEM:

AN INTERNATIONAL JOURNAL

Volume 1| 1992

Spruce Hen
Jim Johnson

© Providence College

The author(s) permits users to copy, distribute, display, and perform this work under the following
conditions: (1) the original author(s) must be given proper attribution; (2) this work may not be
used for commercial purposes; (3) the users may not alter, transform, or build upon this work; (4)
users must make the license terms of this work clearly known for any reuse or distribution of this
work. Upon request, as holder of this work’s copyright, the author(s) may waive any or all of these
conditions.

The Prose Poem: An International Journal is produced by
The Berkeley Electronic Press (bepress)
for the Providence College Digital Commons.
http://digitalcommons.providence.edu/prosepoems/



Jim Johnson

SPRUCE HEN

Something is always happening. Today | was walking along a
tote road when | was attacked, attacked by a vicious grouse.
The dark brown bird was the size of a hat my mother used to
wear to church. Every morning she milked the cows. On
Monday washed clothes. On Tuesday made bread. Each
summer painted the house white like prosperity. Saturdays,
nights home alone. On Sunday wore a new hat to church. This
one now, with ragged wings and beak, strafed me once, twice.
Like the sermons | never understood. This one was in Grouse. |
ducked. Then she lit on the trail ahead. Do not go on, she said.
These woods are vicious, animals wild. Think of your soul.
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