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  Brief Introduction




  Although this brief little work really needs no introduction, I do want to tell you that what you have here is a Fairy Tale of Urban Decay. I also want to tell you that no animals were harmed during the making of this story.




  I should also say that the work is specifically not discriminatory towards crows or any of our avian friends. In fact, I can say that the American Crow (Corvus brachyrhynchos) is a very intelligent bird and has often been observed engaged in mobbing behaviors and scolding vocalizations even towards humans (usually in the face of threat).




  Nor is this work discriminatory towards those who work for social service community agencies. In fact, it is those workers who are often the most dedicated to serving the underserved, disenfranchised, or very poor in cities all across America. Before you chastise me too much, I should also say that I myself spent over 14 years working at such community agencies. What the story does describe is one character who just happens to have worked at such an agency who through burnout or other features of his personality becomes less empathetic than he used to be. This too, is not meant to portray the typical social services worker at all, nor is it autobiographical. This is a work of fiction after all.




  The language in American Crow is at some points harsh, dirty, and does have some profanities. This is a reality in inner cities and because of this I left it in the story, editing out all I could.




   I hope that the allegorical sense of American Crow does not escape you. I will let you, the reader decide what is being said here. I do hope you see the hopeful message.




  Lastly, and interestingly, was how this work came about. This work was originally written in 2006 and never published until now. The work was polished a bit getting it ready, but it remains pretty much as I wrote it. As such, it is meant to show decay, and was when I wrote it, meant to be in part, an indictment of an economic system that I was beginning to sense some troubles about. So, some of the names of the characters were deliberately chosen, such as 'Ryan Newhouse'-- well before the housing crisis in America ever became evident.




  Hope you enjoy the story. I had fun writing it for you.




  ~~Tim Kavi, July 2012.




  





   




  "AMERICAN CROW "




  
By Tim Kavi


  






  BillyBob knew what kind of crow he was. The kind of crow that you already knew, a story remembered from your own past.  A bittersweet kind of crow, stuck in a rut of crowness.  The kind that chased you around when you were being bad and paid you back violently for your sins.  The kind of crow that you tried to ignore, that looked away when you saw it.  The kind of crow that circled, vulturesque, above the rotting corpse of America.  The kind of crow that tried and tried to transcend itself, but only got a clue as it served others—that there was a way of transcending its destiny into something better.  It was this kind of crow who perched on a wire, peering--- no, leering--- into the Church of the Sacred Heart, and watching what was going on with great interest.




  Sweat fell off David Newland’s forehead like drops of blood from a crown of thorns as he mopped the last gray corner of the church vestibule. His back made creaking sounds whenever he straightened up, which was often. At least, he thought so.  He knew this old caretaker was not the man he used to be, and he hated the fact that he was aging.




  It was then that he heard the sounds of shuffled footsteps behind him.  This annoyed him.  He hated it when people walked on his just mopped floor.  ‘Hey!  Don’t you know…I just mopped that floor!’ he screamed inwardly.  But when he turned around, he saw something that made him forget all about it.
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