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Death in the Desert                 

She remembered her son on her lap

distressed by the demon in his lungs.

He would say, "Mom, tickle my head."

It was a phrase he used when

she gently stroked his hair back from his forehead,

then let each finger find his scalp

to make paths through his fine, light brown hair.

Slowly his breathing would ease.

He would smile, his asthma retreating.

Almost a man, he had a vision of his destiny.

He climbed ever higher until threads of reality ceased.

His quest was a resolution to the wonderings of his spirit.

Life ebbed into Black Crow Butte as he attained

his sought-after view of Weaver’s Needle at full moon.

She searched the cults, prisons, streets, 

the nightmare of the lost and homeless,

waiting for the sudden sight of him. During that time

her son, now just a skull and thirty pieces of bone,

lay fourteen years high on a rocky ledge.
inaccessible, between the Needle and a butte,.

Desert creatures exacted their tithe

to provide flesh to sustain themselves, 

nest material to nurture their young.

Parched by eternal winds,  

bleached and baked by infernal heat, decimated,

scattered, his knife, shoes and bones were covered

by slow growth of desert sediment and plants.

Finally found by those who searched for gold,

returned and labeled artifacts by archeologists.

Friends would hurry her to bury him 

or have those bones made ashes now.

They must know this. She will not rush 

to give him up again. Her waiting now

must let time pass to fill her solitary mode

the hidden meaning of those many years.

In reverie, once more her hand would stroke his head,

to calm him, and in her silent voice assure him,

"You are all right now. I see your smile.”

Slowly her breathing will ease. She will let go.
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