
Bury Your lhlfses 

Horses, horses, horses! 
Catchingsightofaccm~tcry 

-bury your horses! 
the child 

squeals In vk1ory. 

grade one students 
stand in a row 
holdingoutall'Cmblln&hand 
half whimpering, halfwondcrin~;. 

lliClC:lCIICr,alliJt'l, 
walkcddowntlJClinc 
andstruckcachofff.:ring 
v.·iththcHatsidcofarukT. 
Yooctlll'rspelU:.)t1iHWfS<'WIJmDff'.1 

childish crying 
avowncvcrmspcakagaln. 

K•s.smgplays 
thcCommuuity ll all 
onacrauklngprojt.oetor; 
ltcaptivatesasht)'C3I"Ol<.l. 

The !lClll !by. 
sbereachesacrosstllealsle 
andkisscsFreddy K:lkuno 
on the cheek. 
Hejumpsandscreanl!, 
Ow.~lmt'otllofll~rr-1 

1llconcrromschQol 
remail1l.'dmuteln ruin. 



DALIIOUS!E REVIEW 

fcll~'d by a single ln~isiblc 

wln:b<.'I"''!.'Cnlrt'Cs: 
thccarcassoftwistcdllmbs, 

soalingbloodall(ldcadcyc$ 

OO)'OICSho"'l 
with U~~:smcll of fresh kill 

1bc echo from peak 
to ruck face vibrates 

inthesllaldngofllands. 
the night 

ofwildhorS<:SSlamp..'ding 
down 
lhcllK)UOlainSillt: 

SWyin)"ot•rcabms! 
fmmbcnealh 

lhctablcandchalrs 
lhctllunderofhoovcs 
andU~~:bloodk'deyC!i 

~bcganlhc)-earsofnlghl-marc. 

She stood among the tumble weeds 
andcaCIUSC$ 

dryinghcrlunss 
with every hre~th. 

lnpl::ain•·ieworacemctt,.y 
-bury)·uurhorscs­

thcwornan 
scaucn:dhermcrnorics 
llkcashe!landdusl 

terrywatada 


