
H i k i n g  I n  The G ra n d  C a nyon 

A t  Santa M a r i a  spr i ngs 
we ta k e  off o u r  shoes, 
d a n g l e  feet in the water.  
T h e i r  wh iteness shocks ­
s a l t- p a l e  be low brown a n k l e s ­
t h e  w h ite of our  age: 
con crete, sun I i ght-on- g l ass ,  
i m peccable  m us e u m  w a l l s .  
B u t  h e r e  I wear color  aga in :  
t ra i l  dust  on b a re l egs, 
s hou l d ers s u n - redde ned, 
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I see how m uted s h ades of rock c l i m b  
perfectl y, from t h e  r iver' s  b l ack l i ne 
to the w h ite sky- r i m .  

� * * 

I stand n aked a m o n g  rocks,  
the r iver  r i s i ng, w h i te-ma ned.  
O n l y  a pale s l i c e  of s k y -
the r iver owns a l l  b l ue :  
cornf l ower, decem ber ice,  g lass-eye 
on ba ld-faced c o l t. 

The water i s  co ld  
I wash off e l even m i l es 
of H e rm i t  T ra i l .  I t h i n k  that  if I w a n ted 
I cou l d  w a s h  c l ea n  through,  
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Run c l e a r  as  the river. 
It takes knees h i ps 
r i bs s h o u l d e rs - m y h a i r  
f l o ats, a ye l l ow fan, t h i c kens,  
s i n k s .  Only my face 
sun l ifted, s u rv ives. The r iver c l a i m s  
b l u e  of eyes. 

* .. 

The c l·ear  n otes of coyotes 
rise I ike moons.  
We l i e  i n  the river-sand 
and catch stars. 
A l l  day I watc hed n ight 
grow i n g  on canyon w a l l s ,  
s p read i n g  b l u e  roots . 
I t  covers me now as i t  a lways has.  
In the d ark, I forget 
w here my s k i n  ends, 
I feel a thousand others around me 
rustl i n g  l i ke grass.  

A star f a l l s  and goes out.  
Perhaps some n ig h t  another wi l l  watch 
our own earth, 
s hot from i ts orbit ,  
wea r i n g  hair  of f l ames.  

* * * 

I n  the sharp l i ght  of dawn 
we l ie i n  s l eep-worn hol l ows, 
each s e pa rate as  stones.  

The st i l l n ess m akes everyth i n g  new ­
le aves wave gold of f i rs t  l e aves; 
the sky is  a c u rve of eggs he l l .  
I n  t h i s  l i gh t  even m y  s k i n  i s  trans parent, 
th i n  as a baby's.  
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I wake from r i bs of earth 
afra id to s hatter the morn i n g  
w i t h  r i s i ng, eac h movem e n t  m a k i ng ri ngs 
in tender  a i r .  

* * * 

When we beg i n  the c l i m b  home, 
our bones feel  i m meas u ra b l y  o l d . 
We have been w a l k i ng the f l oors of ocea n s, 
s l eeping w i t h  foss i l s .  

H a lfway u p  t h e  canyon w a l l ,  I pau se, 
watc h i n g  a red-s h o u l dered hawk 
c i rc l e  be l ow .  T he s heer c l iff 
tem pts m e  to try m y  own w i ngs. 
I k n ow n ow w hy once 
we wore feathers,  
d a nced to the s u n; 
w h y  young g i r l s  s m i led as pr iests 
l ifted t h e i r  red hearts .  

93 


