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    The rainbow raised up with me.


    Through the middle of broad fields,


    The rainbow returned with me.


    To where my house is visible,


    The rainbow returned to me.


    —Navajo
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  taste me,


  I am the wind


  touch me,


  I am the lean gray deer


  running on the edge of the rainbow.


  —Leslie Marmon Silko


  This collection of contemporary poetry written by American Indians is an attempt to introduce both Indian and non-Indian readers to the various worlds of immediately felt experience which we may have been unaware of or which we may have lost sight of in our haste to be done with the present moment and to move on to the next. The poems in this book, most published here for the first time, represent a collective voice, a voice that articulates a belief in the value of the past as that which has the ability to shape the present and to decide the future. But a poem is, to begin with, a very individualistic thing, and the reader will find that the works in this book also represent single voices, some of them even unique, that employ a wide variety of styles and tones.


  My criteria for selection have been simple. If the reader listens carefully, can he or she hear, clearly and directly, the voice of the poet? If the reader is open to new and even strange worlds, does the poem bring one’s feelings and emotions into play as well as one’s intellect? While I prefer to think of American Indian literature as an integral part of literature in general, I recognize in these poems a pervasive feeling for the spiritual that resides in the palpable; a common feeling for the land, the climate, the specific place infuses this poetry with a transcendence that comes only from an artist’s complete involvement in the direct imaginative response. The poets represented here offer us the sounds and shapes of a particular locale, whether it be the starkly beautiful mesas of the Southwest or the harsh details of an urban bar, and they draw from this sense of place, from this traditional sense of belonging, a feeling for something that goes beyond both individual time and individual space.


  Crucial to this transcendent notion seems to be the general assumption in these poems that memory and past experience are somehow holy, sacred, to be handled with care. Regardless of the nature of the action in the past, it is treated as an essential part of the struggle to give meaning to the present and to create hope for the future. Whether it be the advice given long ago by an older member of the family or the memory of a violent and near-fatal confrontation between a Native American and an Anglo outside a saloon, the real value of the event seems to be inherent in its being remembered in the present. The sense of history is a profound one in these poems.


  Important, too, is the assumption made in many of these poems that one function of today’s Native American poet is carefully to present the violent reality without losing sight of the peaceful ideal. If the essential legacy passed on to Native Americans is an organic or symbiotic view of existence, then one must define oneself in terms of one’s relationship to those other things in nature, both animate and inanimate. This self-definition, conducted as it is within the structure of such a worldview, necessarily entails a ritualistic approach, which often leads to violent confrontation with the majority. There are numerous examples of this confrontation in this collection, but what seems to me to be more revealing is the large number of poems that have a yea-saying tone in the midst of violences; poems that exhibit a certainty on the part of the poet about who he or she is, that stand as a testament to the value of a strong sense of self in a world that is given to fragmentation, doubt, and violence.


  The twenty-one poets included in this collection represent tribal affiliations from various parts of the country: Laguna Pueblo, Colville, Sioux, Coeur d’Alene, Makah, Quapaw, Cherokee, Cheyenne, Osage, Chippewa, Pawnee/Oto, Santo Domingo Pueblo, Oneida, Nez Percé, Seneca/Seminole, Mohawk, Yaqui, Choctaw, Mesquaki, and Blackfeet. These seven women and fourteen men offer lyrical answers to the question an Indian leader once asked of a now obscure president of the United States: What visions are offered that will cause today’s children to want tomorrow to come? In the case of some of these poets the visions are drawn from a deeply emotional response to their natural surroundings. For others the images are created out of a context that is almost wholly the work of the fictive imagination. In both instances, however, the picture we get is one of possibility, of something bound to be better because it couldn’t get much worse, of an awareness of history that reveals a condition of harmony and individual dignity that once obtained and that may now have a chance to exist again. In some of these poems the chance appears to be a slim one, but it appears, and the vision is invariably worth contemplating.


  For some readers it may be helpful to place these poems on the oral/written continuum so central to Native American literature in general, and to its poetry in particular. These works represent relatively recent pieces recorded on that band, but if you listen closely you can still hear the old singer’s refrain, the incremental repetition that served as so powerful an aid to the memories of so many generations, and you can still discern the communal beat beneath the varied tones and tempos of the individual artists who now sign their names to their individual efforts. There may seem to be a great deal of distance between the Navajo Blessing Way chants and a contemporary poem about the confrontations at Wounded Knee, but it’s really not so very far to go.


  Finally, why a book of these particular poems? Because, as works growing out of both a strong sense of tradition and a highly individualistic sense of the creative imagination, they, in the proverbial words of the mountain climber, are there — and because I believe all Americans can benefit from direct exposure to the various worlds of the Native American that these poems offer.


  When I wrote the original preface to this book almost two decades ago, Leslie Marmon Silko had not yet written Ceremony or Almanac of the Dead, Gerald Vizenor had not yet written Bearheart: The Heirship Chronicles, The Heirs of Columbus, or Griever: An American Monkey King in China, and Janet Campbell Hale had just published The Owl’s Story but had yet to write The Jailing of Cecelia Capture. It may be a bit of a stretch for some readers, but I believe these prose works have emerged, directly or indirectly, out of the poetry you will find in this collection. To fully understand the darker threads of Silko’s latest tapestry we might first try to follow the lighter ones so carefully and intricately woven into her earlier celebrative poems; to a greater or lesser extent, the same can be said of many of the poets represented here.


  The latest evidence of the renewed diversity and vitality of contemporary Native American literature must include the works of N. Scott Momaday, James Welch, Louise Erdrich, Michael Dorris, Paula Gunn Allen, Linda Hogan, and Louis Owens, but without the various voices raised in this and Duane Niatum’s early collection, there would be a great deal less for these writers to build upon. If I listen carefully enough, I can still hear, clearly and directly, the voice of each of these poets. I hope you can too.


  Kenneth Rosen


  Taos, 1993


  VOICES OF THE RAINBOW


  Roberta Hill

  


  (WISCONSIN ONEIDA)


  WINTER BURN


  When birds break open the sky, a smell of snow


  blossoms on the wind. You sleep, wrapped up


  in blue dim light, like a distant leaf of sage.


  I drink the shadow under your ear


  and rise, clumsy, glazed with cold.


  Sun, gleaming in frost, reach me.


  Touch through the window this seed that longs


  little by little to flare up orange and sing.


  Branches turn to threads against the sun.


  Help us to wake up, enormous space that makes


  us waver, dark horizon that keeps us strong.


  Your heart pours over this land, pours over memories


  of wild plum groves,


  laughter, a blur between leaves.


  These fences hold back frost, let horses run.


  Spirits hunt our human warmth


  in these quiet rooms. Dogs follow us,


  bark at the piercing air. I sort beans,


  wish for something neither key nor hand can give.


  I must watch you suffering the doubt and grace


  of foxes. Let clear winter burn away my eyes.


  Let this seed amaze the ground again.


  Beside barrels, a mouse glares at me,


  folding against the present like a draft against a flame.


  Curious bitter eyes tick away


  my years. Women have always heard this,


  his rattle signaling a day brought wide


  like slow ripples in a river.


  Ask him why water drifts over moss.


  Your hair grows fish-haunted. You never are warned.


  Ask why those waving weeds steal what you become.


  His answer, the slow tick of fire.


  Near timber, axes sing inside the poles.


  You chop the wood and chop a buried city


  from your bones. Far off, the clouds are floating into dusk


  We stack up logs, traveling to the dry field


  of our breath. Like ants, we pace the ground,


  and let a strange heat shake our darkness,


  an old web streams through the door.


  Hushed steps follow you to valleys,


  where, aching and ringing, you no longer want to look,


  until, touching the sudden pulse of all we are,


  you burn into the yellow grass of winter,


  into one reed, trembling on the plain.


  



  BLUE MOUNTAIN for Richard Hugo


  West of your door, Blue Mountain dreams of melting


  to the sea. You wait a simple answer.


  Tomorrow is a harvest.


  I understand what roads you’ve climbed


  in the tinted smoke of afternoon.


  Crickets whir a rough sun into haze.


  The thickly planted field invades your longing.


  I left that mountain, easy in good-byes.


  The moon flooding me home. The Garnet Range


  like arms letting go moments


  when too much talk grows fatal. Now


  moss folds down in matted sleep. Watch


  how wind burns lazily through maples.


  I sweep and sweep these broken days to echoes.


  More than land’s between us. Wood smoke in the sun.


  Timber shrinks below the bend.


  Our walls stay thin. We trust them.


  We like the light to bleed around the shade.


  Peepers show us why we live astonished


  at new frost. You taught me how to track


  this ragged fire. Chickadees keep me going.


  I’ve begged a place for you to come at last.


  Clouds gather like mints. Warm, dancing like gnats


  in sunshine, rain hugs your heavy arms. Your woman smiles.


  The flint lake brightens. In the slow roll


  of a wave, joy buries its weight deep


  inside your lungs. One bird calls from a far-off pine.


  You and Blue Mountain will reach the sea.


  



  STEPS


  Digging earth from puddles, she would wake stranded.


  Hollyhocks flooded the back step. Morning bright with leaves.


  In green schoolrooms, chalk bit blackboards.


  Robins paced the blowing grass.


  Picnic day, her father sat, muttering: “She’s dead,”


  over and over to fresh rain.


  His shoulders bent, broken like a doll.


  The cow lay wrapped in drops like a bursting pear,


  Mica schist. Children ran through the ponds


  under ferns. Its neck was a home for midges; its smell,


  a bleach for dingy clouds. In radiant sheets of water,


  a shadow buried the sun.


  Weeds grew to stone. She hid among witch hazels,


  the yellow flowers a tired beacon.


  Night air flashed on empty fields. Twice Minona teased their birth,


  dotting the broken hay with footprints.


  A flame danced through birches. Lights along the backbone.


  Veins stuffed with stars. This life forbids comfort, traces


  with fingers a terrible sharing. Years. Years to find


  the right step.


  Men stroked her thighs, tried to make her sleep.


  Their throats went dry from calling, as ducks


  caught in a thicket cry. Woolen mud never wakens,


  yet bright maples gather pain.


  The sap glistens, beads in moon wash.


  Pretend these mountains are not hungry. I’ve heard a young voice


  muttering at wind, like straw on fire.


  She moves drunk toward lightning,


  letting her arms stiffen, wanting to be fog,


  the smell of dead fruit. I’ve covered her tracks


  with a difficult river, and like a plover,


  wade from water to rock and back. It foams beryl green


  in the sunset, and at every bend, leaves something behind.


  



  SWAMP


  Tamaracks swing light away,


  dote on slag among the clouds.


  Their wavering eyes kiss, then curve


  around a dog whose garbled throat


  swills my night, tears my day.


  I turn to bite his velvet nerve,


  but find frogs instead. Sharp


  like iron under skin, they try


  to bleed my leather crimes, to whisper,


  “Joy is tough like hide.” “Surprise


  them with a rock,” I cry, “bruise


  them down to proper size.”


  My red belief lies curled in mud.


  A soft hot star hugged by the sea.


  



  E UNI QUE A THE HI A THO, FATHER


  White horses, tails high, rise from the cedar.


  Smoke brings the fat crickets,


  trembling breeze.


  Find that holy place, a promise.


  Embers glow like moon air.


  I call you back from the grasses.


  Wake me when sandpipers


  fly. They fade,


  and new sounds flutter. Cattails at sunrise.


  Hair matted by sleep.


  Sun on the meadow. Gray boughs lie tangled.


  The ground I was born to


  wants me to leave.


  I’ve searched everywhere to tell you


  my eyes are with the hazels.


  Wind swells through fences, drones a flat ache for hours.


  At night, music would echo


  from your womanless bedroom.


  Far down those bleaching cliffs,


  roses shed a torrent.


  Will you brush my ear? An ice bear sometimes lumbers west.


  Your life still gleams, the edges melting.


  I never let you know.


  You showed me, how under snow and darkness,


  the grasses breathe for miles.


  



  SEAL AT STINSON BEACH


  She asked brown eyes, “Burn me loose.


  Unmask this loss of estuaries, lamp shells.”


  The lowland wheat dreams against moonlight


  and empty houses creak their own tough joy.


  On this wintry coast, remember how, in faint light,


  mother’s eyes wore green, how


  Eleanor sank. A trunk along flat pine.


  Beyond breakers, a mute hunter floats, forgetful


  of running sharks, sea moss. Teach me


  your crisscross answer


  to the cackling of gulls.


  Closets can mend


  sinister days, yet these losses hum


  in the walls.


  He swam a shadow, a blemish on the waves.


  Is this the last year of tasting dust,


  of violent wakings?


  Blue seashot boils around my shoes. Breakers crash.


  Hiss again. He leans, foreign as a star,


  for places where the man-of-war


  hangs its tendrils down.


  In the drawing back, the breathing in, I find my bones.


  Leslie Marmon Silko

  


  (LAGUNA PUEBLO)


  WHERE MOUNTAIN LION


  
    
      	
        LAY DOWN WITH DEER

      

      	(February 1973)
    

  


  I climb the black rock mountain


  stepping from day to day


  silently.


  I smell the wind for my ancestors


  pale blue leaves


  crushed wild mountain smell.


  Returning


  up the gray stone cliff


  where I descended


  a thousand years ago.


  Returning to faded black stone


  where mountain lion lay down with deer.


  It is better to stay up here


  watching wind’s reflection


  in tall yellow flowers.


  The old ones who remember me are gone


  the old songs are all forgotten


  and the story of my birth.


  How I danced in snow-frost moonlight


  distant stars to the end of the Earth,


  How I swam away


  in freezing mountain water


  narrow mossy canyon tumbling down


  out of the mountain


  out of deep canyon stone


  down


  the memory


  spilling out


  into the world.


  



  WHEN SUN CAME TO RIVERWOMAN


  (June 10, 1973)


  that time


  in the sun


  beside the Rio Grande.


  voice of the mourning dove


  calls


  long ago     long ago


  remembering the lost one


  remembering the love.


  Out of the dense green


  eternity of springtime


  willows rustle in the blue wind


  timeless


  the year unknown


  unnamed.


  The muddy fast water


  warm around my feet


  you move into the current slowly


  brown skin   thighs


  deep intensity


  flowing water.


  Your warmth penetrates


  yellow sand and sky.


  Endless eyes shining always


  for green river moss


  for tiny water spiders.


  Crying out   the dove


  will not let me forget


  it is ordained


  in swirling brown water


  and it carries you away,


  my lost one


  my love,


  the mountain.


  man of Sun


  came to riverwoman


  and in the sundown wind


  he left her


  to sing


  for rainclouds swelling in the northwest sky


  for rainsmell on pale blue winds


  from China.


  



  LOVE POEM (late spring Navajo Nation, 1972)


  Rain smell comes with the wind


  out of the southwest.


  Smell of sand dunes


  tall grass glistening


  in the rain.


  Warm raindrops that fall easy


  (this woman)


  The summer is born.


  Smell of her breathing new life


  small gray toads on damp sand.


  (this woman)


  whispering to dark wide leaves


  white moon blossoms dripping


  tracks in the sand.


  Rain smell


  I am full of hunger


  deep and longing to touch


  wet tall grass, green and strong beneath.


  This woman loved a man


  and she breathed to him


  her damp earth song.


  I am haunted by this story


  I remember it in cottonwood leaves


  their fragrance in the shade.


  I remember it in the wide blue sky


  when the rain smell comes with the wind.


  



  
    
      	
        POEM FOR MYSELF AND MEI: ABORTION

      

      	
        (Chinleto Fort Defiance, April 1973)

      
    

  


  1


  The morning sun


  coming unstuffed with yellow light


  butterflies tumbling loose


  and blowing across the Earth.


  They fill the sky


  with shimmering yellow wind


  and I see them with the clarity of ice


  shattered in mountain streams


  where each pebble is


  speckled and marbled


  alive beneath the water.


  2


  All winter it snowed


  mustard grass


  and springtime rained it.


  Wide fancy meadows


  warm green


  and butterflies are yellow mustard flowers


  spilling out of the mountain.


  3


  There were horses


  near the highway


  at Ganado.


  And the white one


  scratching his ass on a tree.


  4


  They die softly


  against the windshield


  and the iridescent wings


  flutter and cling


  all the way home.


  



  
    
      	
        DEER SONG

      

      	
        (March 7, 1974)

      
    

  


  1


  Storm winds carry snow


  to the mountain stream


  clotted white in silence,


  pale blue streak under ice


  to the sea.


  The ice shatters into glassy


  bone splinters that tear deep into


  soft parts of the hoof.


  Swimming away from the wolves


  before dawn


  choking back salt water


  the steaming red froth tide.


  2


  It is necessary.


  Reflections that blind


  from a thousand feet of


  gray schist


  snow-covered in dying winter sunlight.


  The pain is numbed by the freezing,


  the depths of the night sky,


  the distance beyond pale stars.


  3


  Do not think that I do not love you


  if I scream


  while I die.


  Antler and thin black hoof


  smashed against dark rock—


  the struggle is the ritual


  shining teeth tangled in


  sinew and flesh.


  4


  You see,


  I will go with you,


  Because you call softly


  Because you are my brother


  and my sister


  Because the mountain is


  our mother.


  I will go with you


  because you love me


  while I die.


  



  TOE’OSH: A LAGUNA COYOTE STORY


  (for Simon Ortiz)


  1


  In the wintertime


  at night


  we tell coyote stories


  and drink Spañada by the stove.


  How coyote got his


  ratty old fur coat


  bits of old fur


  the sparrows stuck on him


  with dabs of pitch


  that was after he lost his proud original one in a poker game.


  Anyhow, things like that


  are always happening to him


  that’s what she said.


  And it happened to him at Laguna


  and Chinle


  and at Lukachukai too,


  because coyote


  got too smart for his own good.


  2


  But the Navajos say he won a contest once.


  It was to see who could sleep out in a


  snowstorm the longest


  and coyote waited until chipmunk badger and skunk were all


  curled up under the snow


  and then he uncovered himself and slept all night


  inside


  and before morning he got up and went out again


  and waited until the others got up before he came


  in to take the prize.


  3


  Some white men came to Acoma and Laguna a hundred years ago


  and they fought over Acoma land and Laguna women and


  even now


  some of their descendants are howling in


  the hills southeast of Laguna.


  4


  Charlie Coyote wanted to be governor


  and he said that when he got elected


  he would run the other men off


  the reservation


  and keep all the women for himself.


  5


  One year


  the politicians got fancy at Laguna.


  They went door to door with hams and turkeys


  and they gave them to anyone who promised


  to vote for them.


  On election day all the people


  stayed home and ate turkey


  and laughed.


  6


  The Trans-Western pipeline vice president came


  to discuss right-of-way.


  The Lagunas let him wait all day long


  because he is a busy and important man.


  And late in the afternoon they told him


  to come back again tomorrow.


  7


  They were after the picnic food


  that the special dancers left


  down below the cliff.


  And Toe’osh and his cousins hung themselves


  down over the cliff


  holding each other’s tail in their mouth


  making a coyote chain


  until someone in the middle farted


  and the guy behind him opened his


  mouth to say, “What stinks?” and they


  all went tumbling down, like that.


  8


  Howling and roaring


  Toe’osh scattered white people


  out of bars all over Wisconsin.


  He bumped into them at the door


  until they said,


  “Excuse me”


  And the way Simon meant it


  was for 300 or maybe 400 years.


  



  ALASKAN MOUNTAIN POEM # 1


  (January 1974)


  *


  Dark branches


  dark leaves


  now deep,


  in sky


  that encloses the mountain.


  The sun is hidden


  in green moss feathers


  that cling to


  the gray alder branches.


  * *


  On the mountain


  within the endless


  white sky


  spruce trees entangle the snow


  and only the silence


  dances free.


  * * *


  By the time


  I wrote the spruce tree poem


  the snow winds came


  And the mountain


  was gone.


  



  POEM FOR BEN BARNEY


  (early spring Navajo Nation, 1973)


  If the time ever came


  I would call you


  and you would come.


  To stand on that mountain


  on top of that mountain in the West.


  And I would go to the east


  stand on the mountain in the East


  and from our mountaintops


  call them.


  The meadows and mountains


  the winds of the earth


  dancing spinning whirling


  all wrapped in leather tongues.


  One legged antelope in the treetop swaying


  Crow with his chorus singing


  It has finally come to this


  All their fine magic


  It has finally come to this.


  Crow and his chorus gesturing


  at the world around them


  keeping time to Coyote’s drum.


  Yet so long as we can summon together


  with flute song flying in the wind


  and flute man coming from the distances


  the instrument heavy in his hands


  skinsoft tree in flower,


  leaping and dancing lightly


  sunshine not yet ended


  sunshine not yet through.


  



  FOUR MOUNTAIN WOLVES


  (Chinle, late winter, 1973, when the wolves came)


  1


  Gray mist wolf


  from mountain frozen lake


  traveling southwest


  over deep snow crust singing


  Ah ouoo


  Ah ouoo


  the fog hangs belly high


  and the deer have all gone.


  Ah ouoo


  Ah ouoo


  Lonely for deer gone down to the valley


  Lonely for wild turkey all flown away.


  Ah ouoo


  Ah ouoo


  Gray mist wolf


  following the edge of the Sun.


  2


  Swirling snow wolf


  spill the yellow-eyed wind


  on blue lake stars


  Orion


  Saturn.


  Swirling snow wolf


  tear the heart from the silence


  rip the tongue from the darkness.


  Shake the earth with your breathing


  and explode gray ice dreams of eternity.


  3


  Mountain white mist wolf


  frozen crystals on silver hair


  icy whiskers


  steaming silver mist from his mouth.


  Gray fog wolf


  silent


  swift and wet


  howling along cliffs of midnight sky,


  you have traveled the years


  on your way to Black Mountain.


  Call to the centuries as you pass


  howling wolf wind


  their fear is your triumph


  they huddle in the distances


  weak.


  Lean wolf running


  where miles become faded in time,


  the urge the desire is always with me


  the dream of green eyes wolf


  as she reaches the swollen belly elk


  softly


  her pale lavender outline


  startled into eternity.


  



  SLIM MAN CANYON


  (early summer Navajo Nation, 1972) (for John)


  700 years ago


  people were living here


  water was running gently


  and the sun was warm


  on pumpkin flowers.


  It was 700 years ago


  deep in this canyon


  with sandstone rising high above


  The rock the silence tall sky and flowing water


  sunshine through cottonwood leaves


  the willow smell in the wind


  700 years.


  The rhythm


  the horses’ feet moving strong through


                             white deep sand.


  Where I come from is like this


  the warmth, the fragrance, the silence.


  Blue sky and rainclouds in the distance


  we ride together


  past cliffs with stories and songs


  painted on rock.


  700 years ago.


  



  PRAYER TO THE PACIFIC


  1


  I traveled to the ocean


  distant


  from my southwest land of sandrock


  to the moving blue water


  Big as the myth of origin.


  2


  Pale


  pale water in the yellow-white light of


  sun floating west


  to China


  where ocean herself was born.


  Clouds that blow across the sand are wet.


  3


  Squat in the wet sand and speak to Ocean:


  I return to you   turquoise   the red coral you sent us,


  sister spirit of Earth.


  Four round stones in my pocket   I carry back the ocean


  to suck and to taste.


  4


  Thirty thousand years ago


  Indians came riding across the ocean


  carried by giant sea turtles.


  Waves were high that day


  great sea turtles waded  slowly  out


          from the gray sundown sea.


  Grandfather Turtle rolled in the sand four times


  and disappeared


  swimming into the sun.


  5


  And so from that time


  immemorial,


  as the old people say,


  rainclouds drift from the west


  gift from the ocean.


  6


  Green leaves in the wind


  Wet earth on my feet


  swallowing raindrops


     clear from China.


  



  INDIAN SONG: SURVIVAL


  1


  We went north


  to escape winter


  climbing pale cliffs


  we paused to sleep at the river.


  2


  Cold water  river cold from the north


  I sink my body in the shallow


  sink into sand and cold river water.


  3


  You sleep in the branches of


  pale river willows above me.


  I smell you in the silver leaves, mountain lion man


  green willows aren’t sweet enough to hide you.


  4


  I have slept with the river and


  he is warmer than any man.


  At sunrise


  I heard ice on the cattails.


  5


  Mountain lion, with dark yellow eyes


  you nibble moonflowers


  while we wait.


  I don’t ask why do you come


  on this desperation journey north.


  6


  I am hunted for my feathers


  I hide in spider’s web


  hanging in a thin gray tree


  above the river.


  In the night I hear music


  song of branches  dry leaves scraping the moon.


  7


  Green spotted frogs sing to the river


  and I know he is waiting.


  Mountain lion shows me the way


  path of mountain wind


  climbing higher


  up


  up to Cloudy Mountain.


  8


  It is only a matter of time, Indian


  you can’t sleep with the river forever.


  Smell winter and know.


  9


  I swallow black mountain dirt


  while you catch hummingbirds


  trap them with wildflowers


  pollen and petals


  fallen from the Milky Way.


  10


  You lie beside me in the sunlight


  warmth around us and


  you ask me if I still smell winter.


  Mountain forest wind travels east and I answer:


  taste me,


  I am the wind


  touch me,


  I am the lean gray deer


  running on the edge of the rainbow.


  



  IN COLD STORM LIGHT


  In cold storm light


  I watch the sandrock


  canyon rim.


  The wind is wet


  with the smell of piñon.


  The wind is cold


  with the sound of juniper.


  AND THEN


  Out of the thick ice sky


  running swiftly


  pounding


  swirling above the treetops


  The snow elk come.


  Moving, moving


  white song


  storm wind in the branches.


  And when the elk have passed


  behind them


  a crystal trail of snowflakes


  strands of mist


  tangled in rocks


  and leaves.


  



  SUN CHILDREN


  1


  Wild ducks


  float with the north wind


  They eat dying water spiders


  in fragments of winter light.


  Ice shines


  where cattails are yellow


  wind rattles making music.


  Ahead of winter


  frozen water


  swirling snow


  They fly


  singing


  South


  south to Sun House


  Here now we go.


  2


  Warm wind and


  yellow honey flowers returning


  Born out of song.


  Water spiders hide in river moss


  The ducks come again singing.


  The sun is strong


  His beauty grows inside us


  around us.


  Here now we come


  early in the morning


  from the east


  at sunrise.


  Spring grass


  Deer fawn


  sun children.


  



  
    
      	
        HAWK AND SNAKE

      

      	
        (Chinle, June 1972)

      
    

  


  I go back again


  walking slow


  away from the houses


  and stores and look back once


  or twice


  at the fields and fences


  in the distance.


  I began to see the size


  of the sky


  blue beyond all else


  blue, light


  above the pale red earth.


  I recall the others here,


  snake coiled on his rocks


  peering out at me from the shade


  hawk soaring


  silent arcs above the canyon


  And then no longer


  blue flower, spiral rock


  spring water.


  I am back again


  I sweep high above the hills


  on brown spotted wings


  I peer out from my rocks


  coiled in noontime shade.


  



  THE TIME WE CLIMBED


  SNAKE MOUNTAIN


  Seeing good places


  for my hands


  I grab the warm parts of the cliff


  and I feel the mountain as I climb.


  Somewhere around here


  yellow spotted snake is sleeping on his rock


  in the sun.


  So


  please, I tell them


  watch out,


  don’t step on the spotted yellow snake


  he lives here.


  The mountain is his.


  



  HORSES AT VALLEY STORE


  Every day I meet the horses


  With dust and heat they come


  step by step


  Pulling the day


  behind them.


  At Valley Store


  there is water.


  Gray steel tank


  Narrow concrete trough.


  Eyes that smell water,


  In a line one by one


  moving with the weight of the sun


  moving through the deep earth heat


  They come.


  People with


  water barrels


  in pickups in wagons


  So they pause and from their distance


  outside of time


  They wait.


  



  PREPARATIONS


  Dead sheep


  beside the highway.


  Belly burst open


  guts and life unwinding on the sand.


  The body is carefully attended.


  Look at the long black wings


  the shining eyes


  Solemn and fat the crows gather


  to make preparations.


  Pull wool from skin


  Pick meat from bone


  tendon from muscle.


  Only a few more days


  they say to each other


  A few more days and this will be finished.


  Bones, bones


  Let wind polish the bones.


  It is done.




End of sample
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