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Please recycle to a friend.
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The broken cry of a crow
it cuts across the marsh

and she wonders what an old crow

is doing at Sachuest
a place for hawks and high-flyers

mice and rabbits, fox and insects
carpeting the brush on their account

nothing fresh on the road for a hungry palate
no roads at all in the dense weeds

just one old crow in her satin cloak
canvassing for a future

under the dormant twigs and leftovers
in this season before spring

‘saka Sunyuriqun I9Y uI sIes} 10§ ySnous
Guoxns ‘1995 € II[ SI ISIIY} I8 pue
Mmofems o3 urqjou ng ‘sdnq puv siadia
‘sKes ays “04v]8 ayy dapun tajpm Appnn

‘sspopped pue spaem sy

Gurramoys uns mo[eA 839 ue yym

Jey} pue Aem SIU} 3[0q Ued SIAEBI[ 3U} MOY
2131y 0} SUIAn) SIAYG (dIOW I0J JNOIS O}
pain 00} pue Aep [[e paas jo dnd

1931eNg) ¢ MOID PO Ue JO AYIIOM ST} S|

“ureq asIoy 3y Aq 3eo 3y} 0}
Soeq Unes pain Iay saye)
‘purm Surduns ayj ur puaq pue
3[ISNI SIABI[ A} SAYPIEM S

aousn[ Jo umoiD

She started out a warrior,
ends her song with no echo

Crow screeches at the cottonwood
with volume that freezes her bones,
hurls her aches and pains

across the river, the sand bars,
gridded fields of soybeans and rye.

It makes the bugs stop, rabbit and fox
call a halt to their lethal games

of hide and seek, survival

her wail on three adjacent notes,

everything else in the chill sunset
thankfully warm and safe
as they shrink from her minor key.



