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/0 junprper Cave on & fepce where (e roor 3 jafien inrouph e
sun is worked rising over just such a hili 8s it dogs midsummer's

morn o Faif ypon Lhis working.

This sun brings life
ends fear,
or stillg it for awhiie.

Of course we mark the tongest day.

Wouldn't you, if

once upon an evening waiking home,

your schoolboy saichel spun of Tule grass

and siuffed with fal white roots for the family,
you meet instead this woman,
tali and thin as 2 reed hersell,

3¢ a bundie of old mais upon her back.
Can [ help, mum?

Bul her fingernails

are longer than her hands.

S



And her face. One side is while
as if rubbed with ash.
1t weeps 2 biack tear
The other side is barred with black
and ils eve gushes blood.
Oh, God.
She pushes me lefl,
I work to the right ggainst her.
She wanis my 8pirit
but my heari is all she gets
and whirtwinds it away while I die for awhile
io wake no longer boy

with my mouth [ull of blood.

Even before Ben Wright came
thai murdering bastard
we would hide in our houses 4t night.
Home beflore dark, honey. You beicha.
Because Thunder aie my father ai night.
Moihers and brothers too. Made a
neckiace of their ankle bones and elbows.

And oW he wanis mine.

So I mark the time with care.
some build their observatories on the hiils.

Mine's in 2 bomb-shelier.



And in it | walch the year 1ip and
1ill towards fear

and ihe night lill up again

in this hard land

my home.




{The materials from which this poem was made come mainly from boOKS as
fiow they must. Images and lore began i Jeremiah Curiin's early coilection
The Mzm of the Modocs and Verne F. Ray's ethnography Primitive

ig though neither would

reoogmze much in my reworking except, 1 hope, iis spiril. Richard Dillon's
Burnt-out Fires; Californias Modoc Indian War is a strong history of this
people and their demise. It introduced me lo Ben Wright; either Clint

Eastwood orSylvester Stallone could play him  Most of all my poem comes
frot a place and the way it feels. Neither the sometime lushness of Tule
Lake, itself, nor the coo! high butles that brackel that lake can claim it.
Rather, the poem belongs to the lava beds just o the south. This is 2 dry.
hacsh, cutting ground as the Army found oul trying 1o ﬁiuck Captain Jack
from it. Today, it's all part of Lava Lands National Park, and Juniper Cave is
a small java tube near the park headquariers. Fifty feet or so down s
length a window appears where the ceiling has latien. You look through this
window ai the hill and sun scratched simpily beside you on its frame. The
one natural blemish on this otherwise flat surface has been used to form the
poinier in the éemer of the hill Its presence there musi account for the
design having been worked where it is and not on ihe adjacent panel where

the sun's rays would strike it directly )



