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Scorpion Mesa
        A mesa 





bar-coded by time 

      its sediments, a serial code 


        
of its solitary confinement  
      feet shackled in iron, head 


     
shearing the Navajo sky 
a chiseled face ending  


 



        in red ruin. A
  


         pear cactus 

                   
        
blossoming in its own 

infinitude, telephone 



lines linking  

     arms across nothingness,

hurrying words 

                     to western destinations


through a red quietude. Un  

fenced, unfettered, un-





    familiar friend



           less, childless, wife

less tree

less flower

less water

less. Wings
        
 circling 

 


       in the sun-glare, in



hovering hunger, sucking




marrow from a moment,






from the cracked bone



of a dry hour, picking

wounds till they bleed. A tumble

weed snagged in barbed
-wire, roughly frisked 

by the wind. What name 

to give this place, whose names 

enshrine its loneliness? 







     Taroweap 





       and Six-Mile Village 





      The Crazy Jug Motel and Kanab Creek




            The Vermilion Cliffs and The Kaibab Trail and 




Indian Butte and Red Mesa, 





Yaki Point and Bright Angel Canyon
     where 

       stone is inscribed with the shadow 

petroglyps of circling wings 
and dust devils turn 
across the sage, like a square 

dancer on an empty stage, lariats 
twirled by a wrangler wind


 practicing on air, on mustangs 

      


trailing wild tails  






of dust tracking a mile 







of tumbleweed, where   

dust is twisted into smokes


          

        in a red bandana dawn, rolled

 into dust devils by 
a wind-wrangler tending  

the far barbed-wire. The 
       




red austerity of the mesa 



     



is well known to the gila 






monster and the side-winder, to  





the cactus-biting tortoise, to



     to the scorpion dawn




       and the tit-mouse dusk,


to the bat-filled afterglow




and the star-burnt pinion





     
   glimpsed  





in the eye-shine of a bearded,
       
booted, back-packer
lean as a walking stick, 



sure-footed as the goat-white

           

crag-happy light moving down 





 a morning pasture of stone

      



fractured 
by Time’s crooked staff







parting Old Testament skies 



                turning mesas into rubble




       and arid deserts into canyon gardens






cleaved by torrents 





  and by bolts hurled like dice




                      in this rock-into-water




         paradox of paradise.




                  As the land expands






something within widens




         

      as well, leading the eye 




        to a cleft plateau,




       where an old defile wends




 below trapezoidal temples 





 lost in monastic meditation 




        in this Tibetan labyrinth






  of Time. An 
   


  



     epic edge


                                 in the middle of nowhere 






where the soul follows



                                                 eyes over the ledge





into a layered labyrinth 

 to break upon the red bone 


              of Time. A  

look-out

      for looking in-

                             to edged depths, or 






upon the red ruins 





        of mesa rubble, of 




desires that have dried





in the sun. Where 

                                                    the chisel of wind 






and the adze of water




                                 have freed rock from itself


making poetry of spaces and

                            mesas
alone 

                                           in their places  


      



              amidst these spaces

each 

                           




    as rough hewn   
         

      

                   




       as these lonely buttes and 
wind-chipped faces. 
Where old rock 

undies in the dawn, 





 divided rim from rim 

                                                                           by the terraces of Time

  whose look-outs dare                     



a look within, where 


aspen quake   
          
        in a ritual rut of
  leaf and light above
a height that I might 




reach, like soft peaches 






of sunlight. My
wonder
grows across a page,
            

     a shadow over shale stone, 

                    



an arroyo howl to its flesh 

                                          


and bone. In
              

       grooved stone and talus scree

 by the long light 

of yesteryear, I see 

what Time has done to me. Where




water is wheeled 

       into stone in the clay-wet 

hands of Time, grooved 

by every wind that’s ever 

blown, by every flood

this rock has known. Each   
       a shape of the self



        on its pilgrimage into the ground 





as the mesa 







   shrinks into a spire




                                         
and the spire turns 






into mound.  I





      


       grip  

                                                                                  the iron bars 







of a guard-rail on a last out-

                                                                  cropping of stone, lest I fall

                                                                                                into the abysm, as if 

                                                                              

     belayed by a poem and 

the saving catechism
of a desert dawn.  




Hammering pitons, fixing    






ropes, rappelling 

                                        

       over ledges into places 
I should never go 
   in a rustler’s lust to possess 

these mesas and all that 

these mesas know. Its sage
worked into my skin, 

as I draw near the white-



tailed deer of a mystery 

that dwells on the edge 

of this canyon rim and 

                        



deeper yet, somewhere 

                                  



             within. 

