The Grizzly Bear
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Weary
My paws softly splash on the cool water,
but I am too tired.
My head hangs low,
I am unsuccessful.
And the small fish taunt me,
they taunt me as they slice through the water,
but I am too weary.
And they would not even begin to fill my empty stomach.
I focus instead on my blurred reflection on the water,
but then I see my mouth.
The mouth that longs for the fish I failed to catch.
I tilt my eyes upward
and focus on my destination,
the snow capped mountains
just beyond the swaying grass.
I hang my head even lower and continue my journey home,
a home that I love
yet resent.
Filled with my kind,
but with full bellies.
I continue my endless journey
weary
