Poem

[t Used
obea\/illage

by Carlos Contreras

It used to be a village
one of many
three plazas.

Connected at the limbs

and to life, by a river running

some twenty-thousand mouths toward
food

and sustainability.

Tiwa,

Tongue of the native,

Tongue of the unfamiliar,

Depending on the perspective.

And over time perspectives change—
some things stay the same,
preserved, for sake of telling stories.

Stories like the land, food for thought in
the way they bear:

Fear
Curiosity
Love
Communion
Community
Conquest

All words of different tongues,
from two worlds
that collided.

The color photograph by Kent Dick comes from a 1950s postcard, courtesy Palace of the Governors Photo Archives (NMHM/DCA), Neg. No. 089563.



b s h > e : A
K mst of the replicas have since eroaed My. Unidentifi

rnors Photo Archives (N\MHM/DCA
. R e,

P ma




