Dear Ann Rivers.

Her fathomless depths run as deep as her simple flowing nomenclature might
suggest.

She glides through the marketplace blonde and white gauze her nose in the air.
An American woman. A legend of a Hydra. A US citizen that loves, our little Greek
Island as much as | do.

She speaks fluently in many tongues.

But who can the poetess communicate with?

Her paper and her pen mainly?

She attacks the post-office steps to retrieve her mail - a vital lifeline - but there’s
nothing today.

A great white literary bird. She flits from place to place. Unseen mostly. Who knows
where she’s nesting now. I've asked but she won'’t tell me.

Originator of WHY. Not what or who to do.

Not flighty by any means. Remember that!

| patiently lay out my bait in a gilded cage. The door is open. | make it easy for her to
stick her beak in and sniff around.

She saw a raptor I'd painted inside. An eagle noblest of all birds. An elegant leader.
In it's talons was a self- sacrificing lamb.

WHY. She saw my story neatly printed out and hopped into the cage to find out
more.

| didn’t realize that | had captured her until a week later when she went out of her
way to bring me a National Geographic poster of migratory birds.

She wouldn’t sit down for a moment and talk. No, she had to fly. But before she went
she asked about my Eagle.

‘I's real’ | said It lives on the mountain. It's huge. I've seen it. | know where they
nest.

‘They?’ she’'d said before the word was out of my mouth. She’s that fast!

‘Yes. They! | watched the parents teach five eaglets to fly last year. They nestin a
cave but | wouldn’t want to go near it if | were you. They’'d rip your throat out in a
moment.’

‘Nooo! She said, They're not that big.

| stood up tall. ‘It's body is bigger than mine and each wing is larger than this.’ |
stretched out my arms as far as they would go. ‘The beak must be this size.’ |
cupped my hands together and snapped at her throat.

She never flinched!

‘Maybe you should tell me where this cave is,” she said chirpily cocking her head to
one side as she always does. But I'd caught her eyes this time

I'd touched her and in those few words | realized how much the sacrifice meant to
both of us.

Much Love
David Irlam. Hydra. July 2004.



