
To Drown a Man

––––––––

Tyler James Russell

Copyright © 2020 Tyler James Russell

All Rights Reserved

Published by Unsolicited Press

First Edition 2020.

No part of this book may be used or reproduced in any manner whatsoever without written permission except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical articles or reviews.

Cover Design:  Kathryn Gerhardt

Editor:  Bekah Stogner; S.R. Stewart


Table of Contents

Copyright Page

To Drown a Man

Poems

GABRIEL

AFTER

HOW TO HIDE

NINEBARK

‘TIS SAID

WHEN YOU FEEL FEAR

CONSUMING FIRE

TO DROWN A MAN

WHAT YOU’D RATHER NOT THINK

PAVILIONS OF RAIN

My Great Uncle Comes to Repair Our Roof

TO KNEEL AND HUG THE GROUND

HAROLD’S FIELD

TAKING WITHOUT ASKING

KILLING SPIDERS

PINCH, BURN

THE PROPHETESS

BEAUTIFUL FIRE

BIRDS, LANDFILL

LIGHT

RAIN ON STAINED GLASS

DANSE SACREE ET DANSE PROFANE

TILL WE HAVE BODIES

HOLY GHOST

NOTES

About the Author

About the Press

For Cat, my Queen

with more of my love

and more of my gratitude

than you probably know
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GABRIEL
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for my son, who died in utero December 2014

I wanted to say:

son, 

learn this,

all things 

you learn by doing 

repeating

not knowing

by going

highyo 

heya

all things

you learn by doing

I remember

your mother 

a hollow tree

a sky

like aubergine

that sky
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this time

carry me

this time

cover me

I remember

stumbling 

highyo

heya

Gabriel,

carry me

and I will carry— 

oh spirit,

I want to be

home

I remember

a hollow tree

and the sky

that sky 

this time

carry me

spirit, son

until,

my son,

until

you start dancing

highyo

heya

be still,

my son,

until 

you start

dancing
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AFTER
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the rain water

dries on the concrete

shapes nebulous

as relationships

from the deck I can 

hear drops

like an IV from

the rooftop eaves 

I woke up

rejuvenated

befouled

thin blot of sky

as if help might come 

through like a hand

from behind the

curtain

to pick

me up and brush

dust from my ass

on all sides of our

property are 

other houses

you can hear the 

caged dogs

barking

but from the 

deck I can see

only trees

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

HOW TO HIDE
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A family hid for two years in a German attic 

their neighbors shipped off in cattle cars 

but the man who hid them did it so well that when he too 


was arrested, 


no one was ever able

to get them out, so they stayed up there,  

trapped, going crazy with being hid,

I mean, 

they died 

The only difference between imprisonment and hiding

is who shuts the door

Believe what you’re saying, 

then it doesn’t feel like a lie,

keep your voice flat, look out

from the cave of your skull,

standing amid the bones 

of the man you thought 

you one day would be, but now

he’s eaten, 

because that's what you do 

when you're starving

The secret to keeping someone 

from knowing the truth about your soul is not to hide 


the truth,


but your soul

like when you must answer your wife,

her voice sandpapered 

with worry

But when you go in looking for it, your soul, 

the war finally over, you find it dead

slumped over the dining room table—

it begged air and food from you, 

but you kept it safe, kept it hidden,

until it put a shotgun in its mouth,

because it can only take so much 

for so long

Today I am an immigrant

from the country of dishonesty,

dirt-faced and newly-named,

ferried through a turnstile 

to a home where I don’t 

speak the language,

know the customs

and where sometimes— 

despite wanting this so badly I would 

die to get here—

dreaming of the place

I used to know,

my tongue so easily grasps old language

Everything is foreign here,

everything an effort,

still I am heading up the stairs

no hint of life, but hoping

for resurrection

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

NINEBARK
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One day, a shoot from the center 

of your being will penetrate

bud, earth

into night air

into rain and invisible, 

auditory birds

On your tenth birthday

you think it is only now

you have come alive, when

you discover

naked women, a rain-soaked magazine

here you write 

what you’ve longed to hear echoing

in your body

and never been told

You think you 

are the ninebark, burrowing 

home

into dark earth
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On your twentieth birthday 

you dig secrets out 

rip them into light

still clodded with earth

things you were never 

meant to hold

On your twenty-eighth birthday

you will go bandy-

legged

the doctor 

circumcising your strength

the violation of

his instruments

within you

But I see it happening, one day,

your eventual fullness,

breaking into clean air,

black leaves free, thankful,

holding rainwater

and sun
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‘TIS SAID
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I. 

The horses ate each other,

that when their king 

was dead 

the pair of them,

Iberians,

broke the doors

and answered that

primeval call,

a brain room never

thought to open,

a song they’d only

ever hummed

The chomp 

the stamp 

the sightless eye

the crowd that 

presses in, 

the groom 

the bride

the king is dead

their mourning turns to

wrath

‘Tis unnatural

to pierce my own

this flesh of flesh

(above the crowd

a stab 

of color coming forth)

Is this starvation

or just a hunger misdirected,

like Jack 

like Jill

who so desperately 

wanted water?

But if the well was dry

if food were gone,

and in their absence

growing weary,

their teeth might grind

against the 

natural use

(after all this time 

your swallowed flesh 

still will not digest)

Or did the one

decide to find

another king?

And did the other

realize

that she was leaving,

that what he thought would always be

was fast becoming was,

and in his lack 

he grabbed for her with what he had—

his hands, his teeth

his claws?

Or was the king 

and thus his death 

knit somehow to their bones,

and when the bonds

were ripped 

not gingerly 

but quick

and cruel 

then something else 

too came undone

(as in my past

the ancient sin

which bleeds in every 

cell)?

One of them 

was first to bite,

like you first dared

to broach divorce

and mean it

But I was

just as desperate,

just as
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