niece’s air

Took my

Niece’s down to

See the Elk today—

Watched & heard

Renditions of mating calls

And

Counted my niece’s fingers

As they held open my hand.

As they explained what water

Tasted like light blue sky

And that poison berry jam is

Somethin’ they want to make and not eat .. 

I heard a sweet

Rhythm go 

About

The air.

