The Great Horned Owl
by Deborah Ruddell
He’s motionless and silent
like a stuck-up king in a play-

his puffed-up chest in a fancy vest

and a robe of gold and gray.

And you really have to admire him,

perched in a statuelike stance,

with his regal air and his royal stare

and his snug-fitting feather pants.
