
 
Message from Crown Land 

 
 
 
Any sign will do.  
A flagstaff at my ear, the sound of the C&O  
bending rails, a heart call sent care of Heather, 

echoes otherwise unknown.  
 
This history is never lost but misplaced.  
Top shelf in the kitchen, sideways in a drawer.  
History enough to crush us given an inch.  

But never lost.  
 

 
a branch rocking  

 
a wave from the brakeman  
through morning spray, a victory cry  
from our better selves telling us we're leaning  

in the right direction. 
  



 
 
 

The Love Poem 

 

 
You shriek and I try. 
The sky is warped 
in the spotlight of the moon. 
 
That moon a puncture in heaven. 
That puncture the size of a pill 
tearing my finger and thumb. 
 
Crush finely my ego and flowers  
change my  and my bad. 

 
missing it like a toothache  
in a bombed out fortress 
of solitude splintering volcanic ash.  
Ask the doctor, who has it  
all figured out. Explain a volcano  
and ash-filled mouths the size of planets 
to watch his lips stop moving. 
 
Improving what I can for you 

 
making an easy way across the creek. 
 
That creek a schism rutting flesh. 

 
since calling the kettle black. 
  



 
 
 
 

Mother 
 
 
 
- for Avalene Compton 
 
So many long I've waited 
all these years to see them again, 
my children. So many long, 
these years. 
The dead come at snowfall 
when it's all the mountain, 
and all the mountain can do 
but not fold in on itself all this time, 
in on itself. 
The others watch clocks and 
come in the sunshine. 
They shine that way so bright like 
something of heaven in all these rooms 
when they come, they shine. 
 
  



 
 
 
 
 

Coming Clean 
 
 
 
At first I did what all of them did   
got enough sleep, had three 
squares a day, studied maneuvers, 
stayed around the bars too late after training, 
called home. 
The routine tasks. Daily repetition. 
But in time the act 
of existing for others 
slowly grew tedious. 
The pretext fractured under stress, 
from weariness. 
It cracked open and slipped 
away, piece by piece, and was gone. 
Ambushed and cornered in my real skin, 
I called the airstrip and claimed sickness. 
Immediately after I hung up, 
the phone rang. 
It would be Ruth. 
And I didn't have 
my Ruth voice or my Ruth beliefs, or my Ruth anything. 
The phone went quiet for seven seconds 
and then started ringing again. 
At some point I would tell her 
the same story. 
I was sick. It wasn't a lie, 
because few things could be more sickening 
than losing the ability to hide inside your body, 
to distract with your voice, to 
forfeit countless layers of carefully maintained skin. 
It was the ultimate sickness. 
Nothing else in the world could be more like the truth. 
 
 



 
 


