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1

	 

	Gunslingers, desperados,

	men of granite & grit—

	 

	& yet, in the battle

	between water & stone,

	we all know which

	eventually wins.

	
2
 

	Shadows angle across

	stacked slate shale,      

	trace the sun-bleached crags—

	 

	a young rattler waits.

	
3
 

	Dustdevil kicks up,

	nuzzles the yarrow.

	       

	A low, building grumble,

	& a dark shelf of clouds

	on the horizon.

	       

	The river, & her swollen,

	muddy shoals.

	
4
 

	Cabezón,

	& crows picking

	at roadkill—

	 

	beautiful, all that

	remains.

	
5
 

	Spaniards wandering these badlands

	over 400 years ago, they said

	there was gold everywhere—

	 

	Autumn leaves

	turning in the

	Jemez.

	
6
 

	Spiderweb in scarlet sage—

	 

	morning dew glistens,

	pearls on every thread.

	
7
 

	Oleander,

	withered by a long, brutal summer,

	bent by a long, brutal winter,

	 

	& weathered terrain

	no longer interested

	in human explanations.

	
8
 

	Morning fog seeps up

	from the thermal nethers,

	ground too hot for snow—

	 

	& the fireweed blooms year-round.

	
9
 

	Furious spark of hooves

	across the grey cobblestone sky—

	 

	lightning

	between

	the bluffs.

	
10
 

	Mountains & indigo sky, two lovers,

	stubborn, insistent, tempestuous—

	 

	doomed to

	eternally

	collide.

	
11
 

	The ancient & the dead,

	immigrant & indigenous alike,

	their scream is the silent desert at 4am—

	 

	mind-boggling to think

	that this is what they'll

	eventually find when

	they finally dig us up.

	
12
 

	Monsoons, & the door jambs swell,

	the pages curl, the walls sweat.

	 

	The dry-damp must of pock-marked earth—

	 

	never enough rain

	in the desert.

	
13
 

	A bent-knuckled stand of aspens,

	clinging to the majestic steeps,

	covered by a gentle snow—

	 

	falling slowly.

	
14
 

	Cow skull

	picked clean by

	hungry beetles...

	 

	...tumbleweeds

	blow through these

	haunted ol' bones.

	
15
 

	Staccato shadows,

	a flock of whooping cranes

	ten-thousand strong,

	flashing across

	a dying sun.
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