Serenity is fractured on my woodland
hike. Firetrucks trumpet shrill warnings.
Hidden coyotes answer the alarm in 
unison; harmonize, embellish, add haunting
notes to the piercing chorus. Their cries
betray secret lairs, confess to bloody
feathers, smashed eggs, gnawed bones
littering the trail and forest floor. 
 
Like spiders in the attic, coyotes go
unnoticed until spotted prowling, 
browsing domestic menu items. Small
mammals: all you can eat while supplies
last. Open all night. Dine in or carry out.  
Cartoon antics bely the coyote’s true nature.
Always a hunter, poacher, scavenger.
Never a trusted companion, cuddly pet. 

