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you haven't changed

your _restless youth
still hang thumbs _in faded jeznpockets
=P >n hlbhmﬁy

your hill $asTill ot ?/
wearﬁﬁmkﬁﬁmﬁr rown, burn cStained coat in late summer
}"ﬂrha-t—ts-hﬂey- h"’%dck{ then

fq-(;lankets thosa Hllls at nier

QaxTo = o

'ﬁb*Ttkuuihe—eééuaﬁdlsbLeeBA;over it?s been for years and
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that charm remains
you've always had arﬁ—wrii“nevEf~¢9&e“15f
I see it in your nighteyes
that still twinkle and wink
I hear it in the hum of your daytime
like a '40's love song,
in the throaty laugh of your land
that quakes suddenly
like atigkgf”””—*“““*»——dyy
and all stop to listen
and see who laughs first

the newness is, as it always was, your night—-
your 3'“ractLon wrapped mysLerlously about your shouxders,
is your dark velvet cape with starpoint rhinestenes,
cool and silky-smoocth against my skin
smeliing ccean~fresh

you haven't chamged
and you know I've sought you out
to see how T have
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We ride the big snake and cross her many times
Yellowstone campers force us onto shoulders
and jagged, comic rock formations tower above
Crusty holes spew geysers and reveal
turquoise~blue and rustcoral-red eves

to the earth's oore
1ater Teton peaks loom dreamlike and misty
'cross the flat,pralrle plain

where rugged fur trappers danced and fought

the Big Gorge swdlows the snake
(nd gives birth to steep canyons and fylches

its edges blown smooth by high winds
that rock the car and and force my
grip to tighten on the wheel

ribbonlike waterfalls and ghostlike cliffs,
giant and lush, line the road ahead

to days of rest before the last push

to the coast and the bay

dust-devils tease dry, loose earth

to climb hieh - to—+the—shkip—v"

and swirl like qulck swallows
only to dash the sandk clouds down to ground
and disappear at its own path's end

we reach "1" and; ponder—our-progress—quietly 4
Gas gulls scan the shoreline seek. thej !5%.
and waves meet the reeffghd hawkiAg;&&e'nve%ZQEdgggzgg(#iW
)hll quests seem natural
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forests of redwoods, tall, stern giants,
remind me of a time T tapped its calmneggjzg another place,
longed for its sun-dappled floor carpeted with needles,

softening my step, my pace, assuring me of peace
their protective limbs screening stark sunlight,

too intense 7%& ﬂe@lﬂ%&ﬁ“v1s1on “+o0 l;;ie,musheﬂig

< AV Tov
scrub oak n replace white oak and elm
sultry alrfgggfattltudes}fade

, ocean—cooled fog heightens senses--
I view hills and options now

where once flat fields seemed to

lead )@ﬁi:-y- one way
me
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Our marathon ride through Idaho
reveals
by daylight
his prickled chin and dark-rimmed eyes,
my lined face and mussed-up hair

Over eggs we spar
and talk is short.
By our third cup we reach for hands
We spaash our faces:amd brush our teeth
Now, braced for travel,
only arms burn.

With obscure signs ad rude, lax drivers
and punrple fog

from which we hold our breath,
I Wearn for clear views of

snow-capped peaks.

They've stripped the earth of native blood
and placed same on dry, sullen hills
Close heat on land that does not yield
spawn tight minds
where behind cupped hands
they call me
Indian.

Night Drives

Night drives spark challengé::

white line tunnels through darkness,
hard, bright lights prick night sky
as heat lightning floods landscape.

Trucks and campers blink intent;
my beams flash high sign to pass

or to prove low lights are on.
(A1l mute-talk like this for miles.)

Small towns, like string pearls,

dot horizon-amd peek over hillsramd curves

like ocean cruisers in a black sea
that T pass like a ship at night.

Sudden rain pellets my thoughts.
Its f¥eshness flares my nostrils.
My guidelines blur, fade and return.

Wipers wave furiously, then dry toad appears.

Air through vents dry my pdlms while
snaacks, glasses, gum litter dashboard.

I blink to st g awake as the

rhythm of the road lulls me, my reverie.

Little Bighorn

Black boy eyes guns while,

in black braids and deerskin,

Crow woman laughs
And I, one lifeline from island strife,
ponder this skirmish between white and red.

We relive this time where soldiers stood
and fought redmen
who counted coup thaE we now count,
among sage and grass,

as those white stones that pop up
like stunted blossoms.

Medinine Wheel

I saw my life pass as we drove up steep grades

Wide-eyed, I gasped peering down cliffs
out my window.

The car bottomed out on sudden ruts @n road--

(envision oilpan punctures
or fire sparked by gas fumes.)
The last ledge found us timid, shaken;
We'd vahlted all obstacles to view you
and unknown fears halt our step.
Yet we hike
in cold, think air
over rocks
against sunset,
against your stubborn signs.
FEncased in fencing, you eye us wagxily--
In strong wind I hear your voiee
ages old
commanding sun to set and wind to moan,
to drive us back to safety and warmth
to lowland earth
where we're welcome.
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THe wesT
FRam BELL FsvetHeE To Big tbra)
WE SKIRT SAME MINTHIN RANEE AND Aipsy)

WHERE oLD owTRAILS (vCensep Repmey 7 WhR.
HORSE , SHEEP AND SteER Crhze UWATEHED Noy/
HEADS BENT 10 GRASS, TAILS Swis Sk
MASSIVE SHAPES AGAINST Greer) wAiLs .

FADED  mownras, DEMM-BLvE Wit P e
SERVE AS BACKDROP Fof VELVET GoLd HiLLS
AND wiDE, Lumpep PLRINS | THEIR. SMosTi LINES
ANELE SHRARPLY wiTH CrISP-€D6ED OUTCROFS,

Fevece awd PHoneLINgs, spakel ke DUST FReM RAGS,
SPOT LANDSCAPE LIKE THE CUpes oF ce/sp HAY
AND CYLINDERS tike EBregp Dovei

21 BEACHED, JRINES POWT vP Fromt TREELINED CuLcH —
= f%‘ée%‘{mes” 7 W5 spesuiive g STREAMS
THAT HALT PAN OF wision rike SHINY COPPER o/

GREEN CoRDYROY

EROSI0N SPLITS AND CRACKS RoLi/le Hies1pes
WHILE ABSVE, THIWDERHERDS CrRACE GACKGro VN D

SILHOvETTE ol HiLLTop ow e
}#J %,;//7—, SAME CLOVDS WrTl Sl/fzﬂadﬂle? ] «.%%K e’)fé:éé’é' £

BUTELOPE DANCE AND PRANCE PLAYruLy

AmIwG BUFFRLo GRASS , SAGE AMD STRATA
WHITE-FACED STEER AEER. FRom BadIES, BLack AmD ARowy
BALEFUL -EYED BuLls ALANT HuwFs ShudLy on/ STEEP H/LLS

RED CLAY CLIFFS seem STHEK,
ABRYPT AGANST muTe Towes Beud
As |F THE EARTH DRerPED

T MeeT RIVEES BELow .
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RED MAPLE AGAINST QERULERN BLuUC SKY
HALT oUR. STEP LIKE CHILED AR —
WD THEN UPSWEEPS BIRCH lenves
THAT SHAKE ASPENLIKE AT our. PASS|NG—

ENRUTE o dis we % @ VP o

SUCED MERTS SeFT DANISH CHEESES ¥ GRoLscl BERS
TINY TRUCI, CHUGGED UP GrdpeS

TAILING GERRS WHILE ROUNDING: CURVES

THRU scruB ORK. GROVES AND PINES

SPUTTERING AT A VISTA HILL.  ReiNe-

YANKED STUBBORNLY FRom LTS Beelyve PATd
POWNHILL, O ANGULAR. CORNERS
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FLEET DEER. PERK EARS THEIR, LoNG- NECKES
DWW CASURLLY AS THEY LoPE AcRoSS RoRD AHEAD
WE AND TIME LINGER.
Ther) TRAL TRRU TALL. Cosl. PINES
AT &=8B¥ 10 AN Ofer FlELD
“THERE THE SUU WRRMS S AND —THE
THICK TRISTLE CARPETS AND THE
WITCH-LIMR TREES WITH ORBUKE ORKBALLS,
NATURES TRINKETS AGAINST STEeP Wiy s ipES,
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SHARING- LUNCH , SECRETS ASPIRATlow <.

BACK IV TowN WE 1P EXoTic CoFFEE AND

‘ SNVACK, ON SWEET-BITTER, CHoCOLATES

| AND BrOwSE TTHRL BARGAN BooK.S

| BERRING US OFF “TO HIGHER LANDS oR.

LOW , MISTY VAHLEYS, JLoNG- FROTHY RIVER <

1 oR THRLU STRATospPrERES ‘

ALL ARE DREAMS 4 we ARE SoLIOLY
HOLDING: OUR. GROUNTD .
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