DEAD CROW; BAD LUCK
\of Melanie. ¥ age

On a twisted path through the desert, I follow my mother’s lingering scent. Each grain of sand feels like a year
of life aborted, piled up in this region where I walk and walk, my cheeks swollen with salt, seft to the fouch,
puffy. I think my body will dehydrate until all that’s left are crystals of sedium. The crows will rip the skin and
meat and crystal jewels from my bedy until pieces of me are flying in all different directions through the desert
in the bellies of creatures with wide wings and dark eyes.

Like all those whe are lost in the last moment of life, T want my mother.
In my dreams she pulls me to this moment. I reach up and pretend that I
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