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Lascaux

The plot still unfolds from left to right,
an ancient comic strip in stone
still thicker than a blood clot.

Sixteen thousand years have passed
inside a single minute, but the bison’s
horns are still sharp as hunger

and the dancing shaman’s handprints
still as intricate as fossiled ferns,
each whorl where he carefully pressed his fingers

unmatched by anyone born before or since,
as if he is still trying to tell us
just exactly who he thought he was.



