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Daniel Daly 
 

Hill People 
 

Then we reach the village of M., 

a bowl just past an oven of sand. 

 

We coast around the paved square 

to calls of men in dispute over cards. 

 

Above, on the lip of the bowl, 

we sway to old, broken paths 

knowing the sorrow of sharp stones 

and bashed pots and random bones. 

Vacant dwellings cut the hillside. 

 

We track the desert’s setting sun, 

 

the quiet. As with the idle men, 

heroics bubble up, breaking from below: 

players knocking back apple teas, 

yanking up baggy pants, issuing farewells 



as they wander home for meals at dusk. 

 

We gaze as from the balcony of a theatre, 

the soft matinee lights, dimming 

on seats warm, cushions wrinkled. 

 

We discover the car, 

sit still for the rule of silence, 

then step on the gas. 

 

_____ 
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