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	Foreword

	 

	 

	Michael (Mike) Collins was born in 1987 in Bad Kissingen. He is a descendant of the Wah-Shah-She (Water people), known also as the Osage. The territory of th Osage Nation included parts of Missouri, Arkansas, Kansas and Oklahoma but they slowly ceded their lands to the U.S. government through various treaties. Today, the Osage permanently reside on reservation lands they purchased in Oklahoma known as the Osage Indian Reservation, which is located in north-central portion of Oklahoma between Ponca City and Tulsa. The Osage became the richest people per capita when oil was discovered on the Osage Reservation. The Treaty of 1906 allotted 2,229 headrights to registered Osage Indians, which gave each member 656.5 acres of land as well minerals rights to the land. Both Michael’s great-great grandfather, James Monroe George, and his great grandfather, James Ira George, who lived on the reservation were issued headrights.

	Mike is a traveler, marine biologist, writer and a teacher of English as second language (ESL) from Ewing, New Jersey. Mike went to Ecker College in St. Petersburg, Florida, to study marine biology and creative writing and received a Bachelor’s degree of Natural Science in 2010 with a double major in Marine Science and Creative Writing. Afterwards, he traveled across the globe, while working as with sharks and frogs as field researcher, and taught English in various cultures, publishing poetry in a number of volumes including Infernal Ink, Bewildering Stories, and Black Petals Horror/Science Fiction Magazine. Mike’s interest was fueled primarily by marine biology and by the process of writing especially poems. 

	At first, Mike was preoccupied with marine biology and his journeys show this direction. In 2002, for example, he was People to People Student Ambassador Program to Australia, in Sydney and Newcastle, and travelled also to the Northern Territory and Queensland. Six years later, he took part in the “U.S and British Virgin Island Ecology” program, a three-week internship on the island of Saint John, including a seaborne tour of the British Virgin Islands, where Mike learnt about the area’s bionomics and natural history, performing field studies in coral ecology. During the same year he went to a spring break service trip to Ukraine, to Kiev and to the village of Balakliia (Kharkiv Oblast) for work with Peace Corps community projects, helping the handicapped and teaching English in local schools. Later on during 2008, Mike travelled to Costa Rica for a marine research in Punta Morales, where he collected Mangrove crabs to see crab mating behaviors, participating in workshops on bats held in La Selva Biological Research Station, run by the Organization for Tropical Studies. Afterwards, he returned to Ukraine in 2009 for a brief independent study, followed by a week-long course at the Bimini Shark Research Station in the Bahamas, where he was doing long line fishing besides collecting and tagging lemon sharks. The next year, Mike was a member of the Greenforce South African Great White Shark Volunteer program in Gansbaai, South Africa, an ecotourism group that funds its research by providing great white shark cage diving experiences for paying customers, where he assisted staff biologists with data collection, also working on cage diving boats. He returned to South Africa in 2011 for brief stint as a marine dynamic research assistant to learn the use of acoustic tracking devices. After two years, Mike embarked on a new research assistantship at Sakaerat Research Station in Nakhon Ratchasima Province, Thailand, where he worked on the observation of parental care behavior in the Chiromantis hansenae or Hansen’s Asian treefrog. During the next two years, Mike was devoting himself to working on ecotourism cruises in the Lahaina Harbor in Maui, Hawaii, with the Onboard Naturalist Pacific Whale Foundation as onboard naturalist, educating passengers about Hawaii’s geology, geography and natural history. In 2015, he was appointed as research assistant in the Thresher Shark Project on the Malapascua Island, Philippines, for capturing data on the behavior of Pelagic thresher sharks in response to resident cleaner fishes on Monad Shoal.  

	After a considerable period devoted to marine life, Mike embarked on a journey of teaching English as Foreign Language and writing poetry meanwhile. In 2016 and 2017, he became English Teacher at the Dragon English School of Chiayi in Taiwan, and taught for a short period of time writing and philosophy at Renacimiento Bilingual School in the Hunduran Tegucigalpa, returning Chiayi until 2019. Afterwards, he continued teaching English and this time in Central Europe: Mike taught secondary school children in Székesfehérvár (Hungary) and for multiple schools in and around the city of Szeged (Hungary) before embarking for a degree in the Master’s Program of American Studies at the Department of American Studies, University of Szeged. Mike Collins is currently living in Szeged, continues to write poetry and he is also working on his first book of science-fiction.

	This collection of poems is Mike’s first volume of poetry. Echosystems contains his lyrical musings, distilled after years of travel and teaching. Mike’s world combines intriguing images of nature, and the cultures that stand in various relations with it alongside the human agent that binds them in a specific lyrical system. Most Mike’s poems contain eco-tropes, and his poetic world is a candid reflection of his personal experience, a genuine word–documentary of a micro-universe re-created through the eyes of a biologist fused with the soul of an Indigenous poet. His seemingly simple but profoundly resonating verses meditate on the fragility of the human-nature interconnectedness in current times, exposed through poems such as The Beach, By Catch, Frog Concerts, Great White, Hidden Miracle, Global Warning in the City, Sea Under the Keys, Pipeline, Swimming in Stars, The Park in Fall. Indigenous roots come to surface in the verses of And He Rode a White Motorcycle, Hunt Celebration, The Rez, Maui Rainbow, Long Hair, Mother Earth, Sky or Earth and Absinthe but Mike is also keen to show an idiosyncratic microcosm of social matters involving Indigenous issues, migration, transgenerational traumas, rites of passage and the creative context of poetry in A Drive Down 95, American Resort in Ensenada, Coal Miner, Dead Sailor Enlightenment, Gill Collins, Nights of Philadelphia, Writer in D.C. and Travel Junkie. The poems of the Echosystems are intentionally not grouped in thematic clusters or in chronological order but rather follow a natural flow of lyrical echoes, making the reading process more intuitive. “Poetry is an echo, asking for a shadow to dance,” wrote Carl Sandburg, and Mike’s poetry is indeed a reflection of his own microcosmic system, inviting readers to reflect, dancing on the waves his words generate.

	 

	 

	 

	Réka M. Cristian

	Szeged, July 2024
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	Travel Junkie

	 

	 

	I have wandered

	looking for love,

	 

	something

	supposed to exist

	in all of us.

	 

	Yet all I can find

	is another

	beautiful landscape

	 

	with individuals knowing which path

	they will take

	 

	while I keep wandering

	and wanting

	 

	just one world where I can be me

	and only me.
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	Writer in D.C.

	 

	 

	The eyes of the great men,

	Whitman, Eliot, and many others

	with unfamiliar faces

	and a beer in their hands

	converge in the frames

	around the bar.

	 

	I wonder if it’s the same pint I am drinking

	in a place that is only known by a few.

	 

	The location’s given by word of mouth.

	 

	These great poets look at me,

	judging every digital pen stroke.

	 

	They are scoffing me:

	a student with shorts

	and a t-shirt.

	 

	Another stout arrives:

	the malt’s and hops’ smell

	help more words

	appear on the page.

	 

	Dark honey touches my lips,

	reminding me of my beautiful Asian,

	a combination of ethnicities

	with cosmopolitan accent,

	deciding to make out

	with the likes of me.

	Watermelon lip balm she wore,

	her name is unclear.

	My mystery woman

	goes down the page

	as I look at the great ones

	sipping stout.

	 

	I thank each man when I leave

	With the poem I wrote tonight.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	A Drive Down 95

	 

	 

	I miss the sounds of the radio

	playing, as we drive

	across a highway we've seen many times

	as little kids.

	 

	Now we’re not with our parents at the wheel

	just friends and destinations

	we want to see

	sometimes

	just a slurpee or blunt is all we need.

	 

	It never mattered

	where roads took us

	or who we met

	 

	especially those girls

	gratifying our idiotic intelligence

	thinking we can conquer the world:

	Kings forever together and high.

	 

	Till all simplicity disappears,

	all those new places just become

	a dreary commute to

	stay home and want to fall asleep.
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	Absinth

	 

	 

	I cannot stop

	the masks,

	laughing

	of happy events:

	the first kiss

	on a sandy beach

	with fireworks

	bursting rainbow

	as if the ocean celebrated

	a teenage rite of passage

	or its virginity loss.

	With a beautiful goddess,

	in a dorm room bed,

	shaking against the wall

	for its flimsiness.

	She looks like Jennifer Connelly

	and moans like a porn star.

	But all eventually ends in

	crying

	of sad events.

	The argument,

	and the empty bed spot,

	colder than it once was,

	with only a cat

	for an affectionate spoon.

	 

	Endlesssss days

	driving the same roads,

	eating the just chicken dish,

	over and over,

	 

	and tears

	part of the ocean.

	 

	Waves roll over

	the broken rocks

	in lucid streams.

	Occasionally

	White foam invades

	each tidal pool.

	Sea stars and mussels

	undisturbed while

	the hurricane roams.

	 

	Winds scream

	with fury

	warning children, who

	climb close

	to the water’s edge:

	standing here,

	watching

	without a care in the world

	 

	Those at the edge

	are pulled away

	by the foam and the current.

	 

	Their faces are of

	friends,

	one-night stands,

	and just plain strange folk,

	from the streets.

	 

	Water soaks memories

	 

	of a girl’s smile

	while I kiss her neck,

	watching my drunk friend

	dance with a shadow

	above my head.

	 

	That asked him to be in a four-some.

	No reasons left to ask questions:

	I’m stuck in this house

	with others

	sticking pills in mouths,

	sucking lifeless smoke

	from giant red test tubes.

	They can’t stop talking

	about memories:

	we’re the greatest in the world.

	 

	I might as well be alone

	 

	and drown in the apothecary enlightenment

	of the pharmaceutical supply company

	with a smile

	instead of sitting an easy chair

	twenty years into the mountains.

	 

	I with my rifle

	looking for food,

	feeling freedom

	as the Mohican did.

	Racing through the woods,

	sleeping under the night sky

	with my mountain lions

	for a week.

	At least the red head is by my side

	if only for five seconds

	before a light in the sky tells me…

	 

	I can fly.

	 

	Like a bat

	in the night

	with no worries of the stress

	chosen by my parents

	and their ancestors,

	all connected to the Great Spirit

	guiding through this cosmic journey.

	 

	Fly and taste the bugs

	the absinth fairy gives.
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	Healing

	 

	 

	Let the stars

	swish away

	under my tent.

	 

	The drinks I’ve had

	are swirling the world.

	 

	All in circles

	like in a turbulent Van Gogh vision.

	 

	I am in tune with the Earth

	as it spins

	 

	round

	and

	round

	and

	round

	until I vomit the dream.

	 

	The fire speaks

	before it disappears in the whirl.

	 

	Then I feel guilty.

	 

	Words seem

	to want to guide me

	but I am too

	hungover.

	 

	The next morning

	mountain pine fills my lungs

	while words linger forgotten:

	 

	Self-medication.
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	American Resort in Ensenada

	 

	 

	The heat

	and the shitty beer

	makes my mind drift

	on the pacific side.

	 

	Wishing to see a whale

	scream out its ecstasy

	at being alive

	instead of a little scared.

	 

	Families, afraid of death,

	hunger and violence

	lurk around the border.

	 

	I smoke away,

	taking Tequila

	to forget.

	 

	A child is asking for money.

	 

	The damn gum:

	its tasteless.

	 

	But I just cannot turn away

	from a hungry boy.

	I can only look at the blue ocean

	And wish for the blue fairy

	To show all those children

	a way out

	instead of a bullet.

	 

	I finish my bottle

	and fall into the currents.

	I'd rather drown then see

	the begging child

	in my stoned dreams.

	 

	Back in my stilted house

	I see the same

	and have to learn ignore

	or let this depression take hold.

	 

	 

	 

	And He Rode a White Motorcycle

	 

	 

	Rumble.

	 

	Squeeze that throttle.

	 

	Its time they heard

	my anger

	ripping through these

	houses on

	desecrating, borrowed land.

	 

	Acting like it will protect them

	but the bubble is too easy to break

	especially with a Molotov cocktail

	lighting up their lawns

	until it eats away those wasteful buildings.

	 

	It’s time, my brothers and sisters,

	to go back to the wild

	and try to remember:

	nature is beautiful and dangerous

	and it’s all we have.
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	The Beach

	 

	 

	The beach

	is the only place

	I feel safe.

	Floating above or under those

	soft molecules feel

	like flying between worlds.

	Water rocks me asleep,

	against shells and sand

	scratches my epidermis

	like a rough lover

	wanting more of my body.

	Who knows what the animals around me think?

	Maybe they are curious

	about the alien invading their territory.

	Or they are just afraid

	that this giant will

	eat them.

	As I bob up and down

	dreaming of undiscovered beauties

	the diving mask

	finds underneath

	another beach.

	 

	By Catch

	 

	 

	I once watched fishing boats

	flashing green lights

	 

	waiting for tasty animals

	in nets catching

	 

	turtles and sharks

	 

	unwanted,

	useless.

	 

	Some were bludgeoned in the head

	and thrown overboard

	 

	Others were harvested just for fine,

	exotic meat.

	 

	Most of it, illegal.

	 

	More and more species

	 

	disappearing for foodies

	dishes around the world.

	 

	Makes it easier to keep consuming

	animals —

	most scientists agree

	 

	most will disappear in a couple of decades.

	And I will have to witness

	the consequence,

	trying to explain to my children

	why they cannot see

	the creatures from the beach any more.

	 

	 

	I do not think I would ever love

	and

	hope this world could be saved again.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	[image: A képen személy, ruházat, Emberi arc, fedett pályás látható

Automatikusan generált leírás]

	 

	Coal Miner

	 

	 

	The dust pushes out of those round tubes

	dark matter

	from Earth’s intestines

	that my grandfather carved

	each day

	proud of the money he provided.

	Yet when I sat on his lap

	he coughed,

	blood spilling on his lap.

	"It nothing,” he said.

	"Just a little dust."

	Yet a year later

	I could not see him.

	Cancer is what they said.

	My mother tried to warn me

	months before.

	But when she got the call

	that he passed

	I cried.

	I tried to act strong

	like he would want.

	But over my butter spaghetti

	I could not help the tears

	Knowing my oldest friend

	cannot eat with me anymore.
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	Gil Collins

	 

	 

	The cross

	with your name

	reminds me

	of the playground

	close to South Street

	with slides

	and the twisty climbing bars

	you knew made me smile.

	 

	But it was those brittle old hands

	and the voice of the one who watched

	my Disney movies

	drunk, but always joking

	with your adult humor

	that made me laugh

	even if I

	did not catch its meaning.

	 

	Each beer I drink

	and each night I'm drunk

	I think of your jokes

	and your voice

	wishing I could share

	my love for the best brews

	and whiskies that you could have

	enjoyed

	instead of the boring Budweiser

	you consumed

	just to make your death

	easier to endure.

	 

	I love you

	Grandfather, and hope

	you’re drinking with the best in heaven

	saving a seat for me.

	 

	 

	Dead Sailor Enlightenment

	 

	 

	Waves,

	A perfect cylinder

	Carries my body

	Underneath the world

	We know as sand.

	 

	Bubbles,

	Like little fingers

	Poke through the holes

	In my clothes.

	 

	Water,

	Pulls me back to bed

	With the little fish

	Nibbling pieces of my finger.

	 

	The sharks have not yet come.

	 

	Just the circular current

	Sways me

	Back to sleep.

	In this water rocking chair.

	 

	 

	 

	Frog Concerto

	 

	 

	if only those

	frog songs

	could serenade the tribe

	 

	Grandfathers and Grandmothers

	 

	each night

	with an opera

	croaking and creeking

	for the waters

	in the sky

	so loud

	that tear my ears open

	for the need

	to reproduce and not die out.
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	Global Warming in the City

	 

	 

	The skin simmers

	Slowly in the heat

	Roasting away

	Around the metal that

	Seems to define

	our existence.

	Stuck and always

	Groaning when we move

	But too scared to fall down

	Or just too stupid to care.
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	Great White

	 

	 

	She appears

	like a ghost

	with a big smile

	searching

	for the promise of food.

	On T.V

	All the viewers want

	is her jaws

	ripping at 

	the cameraman’s cage

	for some excitement.

	 

	Yet I see her glide

	as the waves rock

	the tourists with glee

	as she swims around us

	in p e a c e.

	 

	Some wonder whether we should be allowed

	to be in the water with her

	but when I am up close

	to her blue iris

	staring with no malice right back

	I know to kill

	but fear

	this creature

	is daft

	and silly.

	 

	 

	 

	Hidden Miracle

	 

	 

	The cavern was hidden

	from yesterday’s tide.

	The little mole hill

	was once an island,

	that I thought

	cut me off,

	from the rest of the Pacific.

	However, after a hike towards the end

	I found a strip of land:

	It was a border line between the bay

	and mother ocean.

	 

	No passport was needed to cross,

	just soft hands

	To navigate the sandstone cliff,

	that felt like a giant cookie

	whose surface could crumble

	at any second.

	The border leads into a sea café,

	open holes push in light from the sky

	where the tides roam.

	There is only wall of blue

	eroding away at the brown stone.

	 

	Crabs move freely

	unafraid and free from fishy predators.

	I could even put a kitchen table

	Right in the center of the room

	to drink the afternoon away

	if the tide time were cooperative.

	I climb to the top of this hill

	and the Bay expands

	from the surrounding land,

	with tropical deciduous leaves

	floating down the coast

	cross the ever-reaching land

	and the blue ocean

	driving on and on…

	 

	Little spurts of wave spray,

	Needles life in my eyes.

	I raise my hands and let the energy

	of the wind and water

	float my spirit away.

	I think Frost would love this place.
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	Hunt Celebration

	 

	 

	When we dance

	it is for the praise

	of you,

	my ancestors.

	 

	Not just kin

	but of the eagle in the sky

	who taught us how to hunt

	carefully and not wasting energy

	unless we were ready to kill.

	 

	Or to the coyote and wolf

	who feasted on all pieces

	of the deer and buffalo flesh

	till there is nothing but bones to be used

	as decoration

	and sharp objects

	created to continue the next hunt

	for our survival.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Sea Under the Keys

	 

	 

	The long blue carpet

	of clear ocean

	stretches with patches of corals.

	Scientists say they are alive

	and not just pretty rocks.

	 

	From the vessel

	filed with a bottle of rum

	and coke on my dresser

	these patches are deserts.

	When my mind thinks of deserts,

	I see seas of sands,

	sucking grass and plants away,

	replacing them with grotesque cactuses.

	Even the animals,

	in these ecosystems,

	look ghastly and angry,

	just to survive

	in the heat of death’s cloak.

	 

	The reef has many types of fish and invertebrates,

	too many family trees to mention.

	Schools of snappers,

	parrot and angel fish.

	Bright colors,

	painted by mermaids

	with no tops,

	(at least in my mind).

	I follow them all day and night.

	It is like swimming in one of those

	Nature channel documentaries,

	only it’s your eyes

	catching little creatures

	eating away that pink jewel

	that only skilled cameras show.

	 

	Tourists pull them away.

	Killing them

	with no malice,

	just with their love of neon-pink creatures

	with little fans for fingers

	reaching for particles of food.

	With this, the colored algae

	creating these colors die.

	And so, the white corpse stays

	as paper weight desk,

	a trophy on a non-existent shelf

	Adding another sin to our long list of sins.
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	Long Hair

	 

	 

	You call me your little daughter

	and think it’s a joke.

	If it was just between us in the car

	or in the family.

	 

	I know you need to use humor

	to shield away times when

	you feel uncomfortable.

	But have you forgotten where I come from.

	That before your ancestors came

	to the American shores

	they had hair as long as mine,

	just like my forefathers

	back to Pocahontas

	had theirs.

	Why are you not proud

	of my healthy scalp

	that one day will be as bald

	as yours?

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Maui Rainbow

	 

	 

	Let the world

	 

	bleed in rainbows

	over

	 

	the mountainside

	 

	Souls

	of all those

	 

	I loved

	 

	seem

	to burst forth

	 

	from

	 

	my heart

	As the pub musician

	 

	beats

	 

	Blow each color adrift

	across the island.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Mother Earth

	 

	 

	Let the flowers

	 

	rip away

	the flesh

	of me.

	 

	Let them pull

	 

	the organic pulp

	into the warm black womb.

	 

	Little dirt speckles

	slightly touching the cheek

	where too many tears

	passed.

	 

	Let the oxygen and sky disappear

	 

	like all those roots

	that cover my eyes

	 

	and put me to sleep.

	 

	Return me back

	to cross the bridge

	 

	to you Great Creator.
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	Nights of Philadelphia

	 

	 

	The city always calls me back.

	Each street has its little memories

	of walks I had with my family

	when I was younger.

	Playing outside my grandparents’ tenement,

	bouncing balls

	on my dad’s old elementary school walls

	across the street

	abandoned for the evening.

	While grandmother whoops and hollers

	some story

	to the other neighbors

	they yell so loud

	that it reverberates down Montrose street

	until it becomes just another part of the street traffic.

	 

	Of course, there is the lovely scent

	of sewage

	that hits when I walk down

	the Italian market.

	It takes away the smells of the fish stands

	fresh and ready to be grilled or fried.

	I prefer to shuck some blue bottom oysters

	that taste like the Jersey shore

	for an early evening snack.

	Farther down

	the Mexican and Asian produce sellers

	go about their businesses,

	working hard and getting by

	like other immigrants had done before them.

	The Italians are still around, but their stores

	are made of bricks and franchised,

	risen from their humble beginnings

	to notoriety

	thanks to the movies.

	 

	Each street leads to something new.

	To queers kissing away

	outside some swanky clubs

	near Ritter House Square

	and the drunks and junkies

	smiling their stories

	in the dive bars often visited by my grandfather.

	Bringing in those hipsters and young ones

	Looking to experience

	a history they only heard about

	from the fathers and mothers who ran

	to the burbs or gentrified apartments,

	thinking it would still be a status symbol

	of the American Dream.

	 

	Unaware of what true comedy and tragedy is,

	played with the damned departed souls

	inhabiting the existence

	of these neighborhoods,

	who loved, lost,

	saw murder, and one time

	a giant bomb.

	I stay intrigued and talk away to each and all of these

	citizens

	during my late-night wanderings

	calling to the beauty of the lights

	saying

	"You are worth the effort if you scream."

	 

	And they do each night

	with the lights pulsing to space

	hoping that someone is listening.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Pipeline

	 

	 

	Blue walls of water, surge and crash

	into the yellow pebbles of coastline.

	Winds mimic circular currents

	in the crown of palm trees and the flags

	by the lifeguard

	stand with a chorus of whale songs, heard from Chile to Japan.

	Along with visions of the great white shark,

	speed hunting seals off the coastline

	 

	Old couples in shaggy bathing suits

	stand at the edge of the boardwalk,

	warning their children of dangers.

	We sit on the shore, waxing our boards

	while the sand is pulled away by the foamy teeth

	that might pull us in

	our coral graves.

	 

	But when we catch the current

	and begin to fall into the salty mouth

	our minds become clear

	once our ankles feel its pull.

	It is like being on a heavy roller coaster,

	right as the car descends the first hill. 

	We shout in exhilaration

	right before the finishing bites,

	just missing an inch of the board,

	sailing across until the ride ends.

	 

	When it is over,

	and the sea is calm,

	we light the fires of our ancestors

	to sing their stories

	of the times when a derelict rider

	took his board to the pipeline

	and danced on it.

	 

	For it is in the pipe

	where each one of us

	can become immortal.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Sky or Earth?

	 

	 

	Am I of the Earth

	or

	the Sky?

	 

	My grandfather

	may have been able

	to tell me

	but he hid himself

	in his trailer

	drinking away whatever

	pain or memories

	haunted his existence.

	 

	If only the violence

	never occurred.

	 

	If the damned oil

	was left in its

	place.

	 

	I could have

	spoken with my family:

	 

	brothers and sisters of the land.

	 

	They would tell me the stories

	Of my heritage to understand

	my ancient family tree

	that leads back to the Creator.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	[image: A képen ruházat, személy, fal, Emberi arc látható

Automatikusan generált leírás]

	 

	Swimming in Stars

	 

	 

	If the stars

	could pull me off this planet

	and let me swim

	in the darkness

	with the little lights around

	like an illuminated ocean

	quiet except for burning flames all around.

	 

	I would smile, floating

	in that infinite vacuum

	and only wish

	for some company

	to enjoy the little dots

	and the blue-green planet

	beneath my feet

	swimming in the stars.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	The Park in Fall

	 

	 

	I enjoy these streetlamps,

	fluorescent nightmares

	when the leaves start changing

	for a reason.

	These particular

	bulbs reveal enough shadows

	to let the trees speak of that eternal sleep.

	 

	I seem

	to desire more and more

	 

	As my hopes dwindle

	and left with only one person,

	who was as desperate as me

	to try and find an end to the boredom.

	 

	Even children’s happy faces

	as they jump and kick

	through those orange-yellow mounds

	cannot keep the malaise of another upcoming winter

	from disappearing,

	yet

	I always

	still hope that maybe

	in the spring I will wake up

	and enact a change for the better

	that reminds of the person

	I wished I became

	or maybe fought harder

	tor that young man when it mattered the most.

	 

	 

	 

	The Rez

	 

	 

	I cannot

	go to the zoo

	and look at friends

	who have lost

	their sense of self.

	They are my grandfathers,

	grandmothers, brothers, and sisters

	living behind a border,

	a prison we never asked or wanted

	but told in the past it was for

	our own good.

	 

	You tell us

	we can leave any time

	but what I see

	is your own isolation

	stuck in computer worlds,

	not talking at dinner tables,

	just staring at screens

	and hoping for a better world.

	This is not what we are for.

	 

	We all live in cages,

	trying to keep our stories alive.

	 

	Ceremonies and dances

	are sacred and last

	not for one generation but thousands – or more,

	trying not to leave our elders in tiny hospital

	cells to die.

	 

	Out here is where they can die,

	this is where they belong,

	outside where spirits

	guide them back to heaven.

	 

	Acknowledge our teaching when you come

	and buy our religious artifacts

	you consider nice artwork

	to be shown in your homes,

	or

	when you discuss our problems

	without even coming on the rez

	to know what goes on here.

	 

	We know some still think

	we are animals at the zoo,

	hoping to stay alive

	but not remembering the less we teach

	you.
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