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7 he Passenger pigeons once Craveled here,

here once they Furrowed the sk,

raked cide the Full moon's face,

2o drink the lakes' inclined and Pristine surfaces,
who crossed the langourous cold river #irst

and saco the ceiling of birds,

2hen wandered the mowth of Ch's intimade lake,
Skanadario, who needed rmaps and /70/)7/“/73 devices,
compasses, the Featterless arms,

who came fere driven on the muscular spasrs
of’ quesses, and hard barqains and wars and lack,
ChAIs river, Tanaovale, at the east, has washed

25 large share of loneliness and industry

it has collected Cime and more, much rore

2han 14s salt and black and rainboco creeks,
FuUgtive, its tribudaries of migrants

inalienable norads, 3/0552/ citizens

wurfetlered limbs, we are heardsick Ffor the Crue world,
compelled to place we sSearch For place,

Chere in 2he growths of black coild alders,

hoeo many Sojourns, the gathered feet, 2he 19/t of forses,
2he vein of railway, Lhe stray of arplares,

e brace our transience on the hertling planet,
s 138h note, its openmng sound, articulates,
wUnbinds our Mlgraf ory bones, renascent

Ahere owur coririon owneré/?fp of the earth



