Riding the Myth

My cousins and I, we believe in 

Crazy Horse dreams, in true 

stories of crazy horses dancing. We know 

dark and soft better than the white

side of diamond promises that hover 

over always broken ones. I wait to catch 

high wind, ride with my own hawk, tread 

still in thin air, glide down again 

through quick forever. I try to hang on

in the storm, behind one crazy horseman.

Every bullet that passes through him 

hits and kills me twice. I make myth, 

make love to maybe the wrong man 

who wears my wedding ring, who holds

me when I beg him, and I sleep for 

the first time in three thousand years.  

I bleed for this crazy bloodless horseman.

My cousins and I, we all believe 

in a Alexie’s dream, the kind that

fills you up with how much it stays gone.   
