                   BIRDSHOT                    Bubba the Creeker, 3 June 2006
Sometimes I get left home all alone.  That happened two days ago and something astonishing transpired that I must record here for history. I need people to believe these words.  I have related this true life adventure to close family members who call it fiction or a mental disorder of mine and worse, right to my face.  Here we go.
When we go to the beach we pass by a sort of fruit stand/lawn ornaments and what not corner store.  A couple of months ago on one of these trips Miss Bonnie spotted a flock of imitation Snowy Egrets that were displayed outside near the road.  She talked and gawked thereafter each time we passed by.  Upon closer inspection the birds are constructed from a piece of old, used rubber or plastic material that has been cut in such a manner that the bird’s body appears sort of three dimensional.  The birds are white with perfectly create plastic eyes and painted beaks.  They are about 18 inches tall and are attached to a piece of heavy copper-looking rusty wire for the leg.   Sadly, the birds seem handicapped with only the one wire leg.  Nevertheless, this all allows the birds to bob, sway and turn in the very slightest breeze.  The birds seem as they might have Asian beginnings.  Probably conceived and crafted from Chinese minds and factories and flown or floated from thousands of miles away over distant oceans to land here in front of Miss Bonnie.   Awesome.
They sure caught Miss Bonnie’s eye.  After several passings she blurted out that she would like her own bird to set out front of our house, Tara, on the plantation.  Over time we talked and had long conversations about the handicapped egrets and even did a game to guess how much the price of one would be.  Miss Bonnie emphatically concluded $25.00 would be her top price to pay for one, handicapped and orphaned or not. Last week we stopped and she bought one paying $29.00 plus tax.  We took it home and stuck it in the middle of our yard.  It looks good bobbing, weaving and turning around on its one wire leg.  Brings class to our neighborhood.

Two days ago when I was home alone, I had just finished up a job inside the house and I happened to look out the window into the front yard.  There was Miss Bonnie’s wire one- legged bird.  Low and behold there was a live, for real, Snowy Egret sneaking up to it.  I could see that it had intensions of mating on its mind.  I was flabbergasted at such a sight.  I knew that people would question the event so I hurried off to get my camera and shoot a picture to catch them in the very act.  Alas, upon my quick return the real bird was gone (flew the coop) leaving only the one fake bird slowly turning in the slight breeze.  I am not sure if the birds mated or not.
I tell this event and people look at me funny. Some snicker.  Sometimes worse.  I told one of our neighbors and she said she has lived here on the Plantation for 11 years and has never seen a Snowy Egret in a yard and did I have a picture of one.  
This is not bird crap. I sit here in shame after messing up badly on a bird shot and knowing exactly how it was for Dick Cheney.

