Los Muertos 
They thanked us in their passing-- 

the faint breath of whispered dust 

felt on the back of the neck,

faded pastels of little ghosts, 

gleaming in the dull lamps of the stalls,

paper banners strung on a yellowing sky.  

Plastic skulls rest in a sawdust bed,

regarding us in ordered rows: the living 

named and placed among the dead. 
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