



















































































Oregon

Ingrid Baughm
“He’s your Great-Grandfather”

The state that drips I was told,
with pine-scented rain “He lived and fought where you live now.”
where thousands of Christmas trees I've found Indian jewels to prove it—
stand on their toes arrowheads, bones, and memories
dressed in skirt-shaped branches of the ancient warrior
to dance in the forest. embedded in surrounding rocks.
Termites thrive on the bark
and pale slugs slide through rotten stumps. In Oregon
Wet stones covered with lush springy moss enormous gleaming Steelhead
make the Grizzly bear’s elegant throne. fight their way up the river gorges
Coyotes, wolves, and foxes leave footprints to spawn.
from last night’s gathering As swirling thick water tries to hold them back.
to howl at the moon.
Another rain soaks the air.

Animals venture out of the island of pines

to find themselves in a sea of brush.

Gold, grey and brown

where the rain doesn’t reach.

Rattlesnakes live there—

thick and scaly to the touch.

They announce their presence to jack rabbits.
Covies of quail are drawn right into the landscape
and the pheasants are hand-painted.

They play hide & seek with hunters and dogs.

There were times

when the rain poured down

on our isolated home,

that my father would pull an old book
off a high shelf

and point to a faded picture

of an Indian warrior.
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Joselito

Brian Inats
I'sit in our dusty earthen castle I'sit in the blue-black darkne
The air smells of ground corn set aside for the day Of square adobe

The distant roar of the people
Mingles with the dust
Filtering through the yellow square of window

Sitting at a weathered wooden table

My mouth grows dry

As dry as the skin

Abandoned

By a desert snake

My leaden heart beats heavily

As the time paces about.

White cotton clings to the cold dampness

Of my back as my skirt hangs

Motionless, draping my legs.

My forehead weighted and burdensome

Pushes my neck deep into my shoulders.

With a delicate hand I wrap strands of thick black hair
Around my finger.

Mesmerized, like a flashing deck of cards,

Flares of brilliant red

And the blurring of black are painted before my eyes
Stopping only

To reveal

The deep stain upon your white silken shirt
Growing with each pulse

Under the breast of a brocaded and sequined jacket
Liquid maroon

Seeping

Into

The parched

Dry clay
60

...waiting
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Ongalabala ( pen and ink)
Bill Dabney
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