Choir
by Felix Jung

When killer whales hunt, they search

in groups. They are not solitary predators
who slide beneath the waves, composing
lonely hunting songs with words like I am
a whale. The sea is big, and I am small.
Instead, they choose the comfort of a clan.
The rub of dorsal fins can make the world
seem smaller by a bit. When killer whales
are Kkilling, it's usually a bigger whale

they want: a humpback, blue or gray.
Each little killer takes its place and bites
down on the tail, the fin, and holds.

One by one they surface, breathe in air,
returning like a jazz riff to resume their place
among the rest. Sometimes this killing
goes for hours. The minutes tick away

as the larger one just holds itself, waiting
for the chance to sing. It waits so long

the lungs release, the water rushes in.

®® This work is licensed under the Creative Commons Attribution-
Noncommercial-Share Alike 3.0 United States License. To view a
copy of this license, visit http://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-

nc-sa/3.0/us/ or send a letter to Creative Commons, 171 Second Street, Suite 300,
San Francisco, California, 94105, USA.



