
The Hunter

The hunter comes,
watchful and waiting;
The wind blows behind him.

He walks slowly, listens for 
a moment when, at last, he is
face to face with desire.

Death waits in his hands;
He quivers with the thought.

Grace and beauty before him;

His heart will not allow it.

Too much blood has been spilt.

Mountainsides echo truth.

Now he stokes the cabin fire,

makes coffee and hums a tune.

Dreams of dying spirits;
Midnight visitations.

Dancing brothers whirl above.

He will name them.
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