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My Longbow 
It is part of me, I am part of it.  
 
What is it, about this bent piece of wood,  
A string, and the relationship we share?  
 
Few possessions hold such a place in who I am. 
This assemblage of various woods, resins and string.  
There really is nothing to it. Or is there?  
 
What is it that connects us to this simple machine?  
Surely there are others more efficient.  
 
We spend so much time together, my bow and I.  
We sometimes play fetch in the back yard,  
Sending and retrieving arrows.  
That wooden handle, comfortable in the hand, 
Muscles, and limbs equally exercised.  
 
Without me, my bow is useless.  
It needs me to function, to do its work.  
Without my bow, I feel a hollow emptiness.  
Flexing its limbs, releasing its power,  
Brings an inexplicable calm to my being.  
 
At times, when we are not in concert with each other.  
Frustration, anger, and disgust emerge.  
Not at the bow, but at myself.  
Why, I ask, are we un-synched?  
What have I done wrong?  
 
We share so much adventure together,  
see so many places.  
We’ve pursued much of what nature has to offer,  
my longbow and I.  
We’ve sat quietly together for hours, 
Never a spoken word, waiting.  
As the colored leaves rain down upon us, 
We wait for that whitetail buck together,  
In hope together, we can bring it home.  
 
We have slowly slipped across ridges,  
Through swamps and plowed fields.  
Searching. Watching. Listening.  
 
We have scaled mountainsides together,  
Feeling the cool mountain breeze and sunshine upon us.  
Felt the biting cold of pre-dawn frost,  
Felt the heat of an early September afternoon.  
We together have been drenched by storming rain, 
Stiffened by a late December squall.  
 
When feeling down, having that weathered stick of wood 
Can lift my spirit, calm the mind,  
Or ease an aching heart.  
 

The longbow is an ambassador,  
Taking in those unaware of its mystique,  

Slowly wrapping them with joy,  
As their first arrows leave its shelf.  

 
Child or adult alike feel that spark,  

That addiction.  
Discovering the simple pleasure of applied physics.  

From that simple wooden bow, 
It carries many lessons in its curves.  

Perseverance, patience, and humility.  
Stealth, focus, and calm. 

 
Its lessons span time, 

The longbow is a part of mankind.  
From all corners of the earth, it has fought wars,  

Defended the weak, and defeated the strong.  
It’s laid food upon the table,  

And fought back the tyranny of evil.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Its challenges are my own, 
As together, 

We marry the hand with the eye,  
The eye with the target,  

And the target with feathered shaft.  
 

This simple bow,  
Of wood, and string.  

We belong to each other.  
For life, together,  

My longbow and I.  

by John McIntosh: The Tortured Toxophilite 



 



 

    



 



 



 



 

   



 



 

 



 



 

 



 

 








