
 

 
  



 

 

  



 
  

 



 
  



 

  



 
  



 

 

 

  

 

Crows In The Cemetery 
 

Crows in the cemetery 

flying in the misty rain. 

Cawing, crows call crazily to the lusty dead.  

Crows lambaste us with curses 

from the tops of lovely firs. 

The black criers jouncing on feathery branches,  

the black shriekers bouncing on green springs,  

the black bastards perched in pointy trees.  

Don't ask me why, or how, or which way.  

The graves are BIRD HOUSES. 

The crows are carrion-eaters. 

I see a craven crow fly away  

with a wedding ring in its beak.  

Grave-robber! 

Human-life-mocker! 

Your fortune is a hand of spades  

dealt out by dark shiny birds  

with shrill voices, o man. 

All you love, o man, all you lose.  

Caw! Caw! Caw! 

 
   Walt Curtis, Rhymes for Alice Blue Light, Lynx House Press, 1984 – pg 62 

 
 

 

 

 

 



 

 
  



  



 

  

 
 

Walt Curtis talks grave poetry with Lola Milholland at Canemah Cemetery 

Walt declaims Pulitzer prize winner H.L. Davis at Fort Dalles   

Both photos © 1996 David Milholland 

 

 
 



  

 

 
 

Walt Curtis at Mark Woolley Gallery    © David Milholland 1998 

 



 

 

 
 

Polaroid of Walt Curtis courtesy of Gus Van Sant from 108 Portraits  ©1992 

 


