
Wind Cave 
 

The Wind Cave of Custer County, South Dakota, was discovered in 1881 when two brothers 
found the cave’s entrance by tracing the source of a loud whistling noise—the equalization of air 
pressure between the cave and the outside air (National Geographic) 

 
Up above, grassland carries 
prairie falcon and Meadow Lark 
cool breeze bigger than your breath 
And yet 
 
To be defined 
by what you are not. 
Such a big nothing 
Such a famous nothing 
 
There’s beauty in the mystery. 
Having hid for so long, 
the provincial upstairs singsong 
makes an echo underneath. 
 
The whistle was a lament. 
A new outfit, lover, top of your lungs windows down summer song,  
late night tweet, young bully-love, 
look at me, notice me, declaration 
 
The most famous nothings 
Make us stop 
Make us listen 
and they cry over their own beauty. 
 
My void  
will never be as famous.  
Wrapped in Velvet, 
sung through glass. 
 
Being famous for nothing 
only leads to excavation 
Trying out lanterns 
to create silhouette reliefs  
 
Downstairs, I walked 
through darkness, 
noticing the beautiful blank 
of low hum underneath-ness. 
 
It is a lovely nothing 
But it’s still the absence 
I’d rather cry 
over what is. 



Museums 
 
There is a deer 
inside the cemetery 
on Lake and Cedar 
 
With a high metal fence,  
the cemetery is 
more like a zoo 
 
David asks—  
who takes care of a cemetery 
when it’s full 
 
Does it become 
a museum of 
names and dates? 
 

I nod 
 
Except no, not here—  
there is a deer 
living among the dead 
 
In this urban heart 
the deer’s very existence 
reimagines this street corner 
 
Cars expect so much, 
gobbling up inches 
asking for impossible left turns, but 
 
The deer is unaware, 
standing on grave stones 
gnawing hallowed grass 
 
A man notices  
and captures 
the deer on camera 
 
He places the image 
in a locked safe 
in his pocket 
 
He looks back one more time 
to remember 
to hold  on



Guilty 
 

He punched you in the face 
on multicultural day. 
 
Sure, you’d been doing drugs, 
but not that many drugs. 
 
He was white. 
Not in the obliviously affluent way 
 
but broke and angry— 
A cocktail of sorrow and violence. 
 
I think his name was Steve 
or Andrew or Brian. 
 
Sure, after he hit you, 
you shot back with words, 
 
“I’ll fucking kill you! 
Do you hear? I’ll kill you!”  
 
They thought your words hit just as hard, so 
you both got suspended. 
 
Even though he punched you 
on multicultural day. 
 
I watched it happen. 
I heard you shout and 
 
I, who become a turtle 
at the very rising of voices, froze. 
 
You were only an arms-length 
away. But, I was immobile.  
 
For the tiniest moment, 
I was outside of my body 
 
pretending that maybe 
you deserved it. 
 
In that instant, 
I struck the lowest blow. 
 


