The Hunt 


Peering through vines
Of green-brown hues
Scent of ivy
Scent of sweet

A beam shines in my eyes
Yet it disappears
Fading with the mumbling

A twig snaps 
Beneath their weight
But they don't see
Where I lie

All is gone
But I remain
Still and without a breath

I gaze into the distance
My eyes catching
The eternal ball of white light
And it stares back

As I drift away 

