I am a Kentucky Rifle.
I wonder how many shots I have fired in my life.
I hear the sound of Annie setting my double trigger.
I see a dense hardwood forest where I was intended to be used.
I cry when my flint is dull.
I pretend my barrel is shorter than 42’’.

I feel Annie shoulder my stock.
I touch the hooks on the wooden wall above the fireplace.

I worry about humid weather.

I perform my best at long distances.

I am a Kentucky Rifle.

I understand that when I am fired, I have no delay.

I say “Use a tree in the forest to lean me on when I become too heavy.”
I dream about my long slender body and instantaneous powder ignition.
I want my barrel to be loaded with dry black powder so I’ll fire my best shot.

I am a Kentucky Rifle.
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