I have nothing to say today

It is winter, there isn’t snow or mud

The season has not distinguished itself except in poor cold

Today there’s no one else – not unlike any other day

In winter or otherwise

The walk I’ve taken is not breaking trail

Spiders if they aren’t dead are gone by now.

At a ruined stone wall which divides no clearing

Astonished; a thread from a forgotten garment

The stinging chime of rot coughs once

Then resolves.

Deer offal strewn across the crumbled stones. 

A short distance away I see a head, 3 point antlers.

Strange that the trophy would be discarded

But I wouldn’t know. 

I’ve never hunted and never bought doe piss. 

The deers’ status has fallen and taken up with the other pests: 

Rats, mice, squirrels. . .

Their offense is no deference to the agents of death. 

A stacked pile of corpses would not phase a mouse

from stripping a crumb from a trap.

When night falls and the light retreats 

armies of vermin rattle their claws along

each board, beam and sill.

They eat their fill of our slop and meats. 

In nests they coo their chattered songs.

A dog just ate the face off its dead owner in Florida.

