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Release
My trembling fingers reach for the latch.
Raccoons chitter and scratch
From within the cage.
The stream nearby trickles with glee
As the leaves in the trees rustle greetings 
The raccoons have finally come of age.

Once abandoned by parents, dead or long gone.
The young ones surely had done nothing wrong.
They cried out - lonely
Hearing the sounds of crying young creatures
Someone follows it, finding the squeakers
Small and comely.

Masks of black break up their silvery gray,
Their striped, puffy tails all sway in every which way.
Who will take care of them?
They’re taken to the Center
For animals lost, sick, injured.
It’s short drive away, surely they’ll answer,
“What happened to them?”

A year passes by, the babies grow up
The dear little things, no longer just pups.
Their new home awaits.

When the cage latch opens, the raccoons crawl out
And explore their surroundings, confused, there’s no doubt.
Will they be happy?
Then all five faces turn upward at me
[bookmark: _GoBack]Their eyes widen, all gleaming, “We’re finally free,”
Their lips tightened back and showed just two tiny teeth 
As they smiled at me “Don’t you dare worry!”

In my mind this place still exists,
I remember it well, the peace of this visit.
I close my eyes, and listen.
The stream nearby trickles with glee
As the leaves in the trees rustle greetings 
The eyes of raccoons looking up as they glisten.
