
Ourse No.5 

Sweating up a sloping hill 

watching my footing and gasping for air 

knee high grass and leaning pines 

up came a clearing somehow bare 

I checked around to read the signs 

claw-marked trees and scat covered ground 

not a whisper, not a sound 

but overwhelming stench abound 

I called out, turned, and walked back down 


