
And it is passionately honest and direct in a way that he 
poems of 0 The Short-Furred Sky" are not: 

The land is strong, 
contrary, hot and cold 
like passions of the middle-aged, 

Can you love me here, with 
nothing but our flesh 
to slow the burn? 

"The Oldest Cry" enlivens what would otherwise be a merely 
interesting book (and the attempt to meet the challenge of 
the first part is interesting, even if not successful, when 
placed alongside the many more superficial attempts that 
have been made in recent years). The poems in this second 
part have a curious vitality, even when they are pessimistic, 
that animates this book and makes it rewarding for the 
reader. 

John Rezmerski 
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A Prayer to Murderers 

I heard the vulture laugh 
and it was you. Now . 
ash glistens on my skin, 

If you would give 
me a coat darker 
than a pine forest 
eyes that see 
glare between the 

at night, 

stars 

you would hear . 
my steps like rifle 
clicking on mortar 

butts 

and I wouldn't startle you 
like wind chimes 

as l steal among you un~o!~~~~ut food 
holding your face, deat 
freezing my heart 
as I hang you 
in trees. 

Greg Nelson 
St. Cloud, Minnesota 
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