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Hours of the Desert  

[Dedicated to the nearly 7000 migrants who have died crossing the U.S.-Mexico border over the past 16 years] 
Published in International Times, 7/25/18

 When the desert. When far from cities, but close. When Ironwood Forest and Organ Pipe  
and Devil’s Highway. When a trail becomes a plea.  Because the distance is long. When as close 
to god as you’ll ever get.  When still an illusion.  

 When layover spots. Because dreams. When abandoned backpacks and love letters, 
books of poetry, books of prayer, empty water bottles. When shade is a black plastic bag over 
creosote and cactus.  When the sun. When days are fire, when snakes take cover. 

 When a bracelet on the ground.  When someone wore it. Because flesh and blood.  
Because someone wrote the love letters, held the books of poetry and prayer. Because a heart-
beat.

 When still the heat. When nothing but the heat.

 When the future lies beyond mountains.  When it disappears.  When a mirage of water. 
When a man with no features.  When he hides in a uniform. Behind a weapon. Inside the law.  
When on your knees. 

 When grace. When compassion. When kindness. When humanity.  When lost.

 When you walk again. When the dream and the prayer and grace and the snake and the 
man cross the same desert all unaware of each other.  When over and over again.

 When clusters of black dots mark places of death.  Because the bones. When white 
crosses.  When no identificado. When bodies don’t get counted.  When they do.  When counting 
doesn’t matter.  When justice is a moment.  Of madness. When it dies.


