
Returning  

 

Crowfoot is crying 

for good reason. 

 

Buffalo skulls 

stacked high 

 

like souvenirs. 

 

“Death Valley isn't dead 

it's just  

dormant.” 

 

— - — 

 

Cowardly poets  

hang in clusters 

 

green  

and ripening. 

 

— - — 

 

I enter  

my childhood home  

alone. 

 

I am the only one 

left. 


