
Bear 
 
 
Never no other 
than this bear  
stretched entire and on top 
of the body of the woman 
who held it, I saw, naked and still.  
From the tree stand where I watched  
it looked like a hunter’s dream.  
When they finally got up, I saw 
the blood on her, 
the thistles beneath.  
The bear strolled off.  
She wouldn’t turn her back on him.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


