
Heron
by A. Pseudonym

A kid who threw a rock at a heron was shot by my gun, after my
finger pulled the trigger, my eye having aimed the barrel at his
head. He became dead and fell into the water with his victim, and
my finger was not sorry, nor did mine eye apologize. As for me, I
wasn't involved. The heron would survive, though. When the police
came I pointed this out.
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