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Golden Axe
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I am journeying because someone has died. In Utah, every steeple bleeds 
bees. The corners of  my suitcase ache. Do not believe me.

The mane of  an eagle. A turtle’s scabbed back. The squeakiness of  thieves. 
A serpent eating the tail of  a cat eating the tail of  a mouse eating the tail of  
a kite. Do not believe me.


