THE HUNT IS OVER

The Mountain is home to the Hawk and the Crow,
living in the trees by the dam and ponds.

On the Mountain, by a fire, a Sundancer told me;
'The Crow was once a Hawk',
Butk in a tale of forbidden love, the King of Hawks
put a curse on Romeo for loving his Juliet.,.
And as the tale goes, he turned him black
and from death he fed,

On the Mountain I can hear their call,
Simultaneously, subconsciously even.
The Hawk's call is harmonic, even reverent.
The Crow's; abrupt, even desolate,

They fly clear of eachother,
Until the Hawk hunting prey,
is led like a dart into the murder
across the way.

The hunt is over,
As the Crows swoop and strike,
Then worn and torn the hungry Hawk returns home,
And the prey to the pond, finding kin,

The s%reg hope of the Hawk,
defeated by the Crow.
Subtlety is restored in the sky
and on the water, the light glistens,

My mountainous mind is home to such a show,
I'm calling it, 'The Circus of Survival',
Simultaneously and subconsciously even,
It plays on the inside projecting out
And into it's curated diversity, I am immersed,

Until the Crow, at the end of the show,
still in love, lets the Hawk soar over the Mountain
when miraculously the Sun rises,

The circus is over as I let go,
Subsiding the desolation seiifies solidifies
like a scar,
The end of Winter, for Spring.
The curse of the Crow,
broken by Love,

Subtlety is restored in my mind,
now in the sunlight,
the water glistens,




