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They sneared his hair

wi t h honey, staked him
spreadeagl e over an anthill
on the desert floor until
insects ate out his eyeballs
bef ore buzzards picked

his brains clean to the bone.

Hi s skull was made into a
paperwei ght for the police

blotter, his skeleton sent

to a nedical school to be studied.
There, even with |ips sewn shut

t hey spoke nore el oquently

t han the nost astute about

t he anatony of injustice

in a tongue all good nen under st ood.

That |iberated skel eton danced
into the next generation of saints,
who noted every word and wote

t hem down, as the w tnessing w nd
buried his killers in sandstormns.

Martyrs survive on the w ngs



of wild fires, and the sun buil ds
cathedrals with the beans of
t heir bones.
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