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The Mary Burritt Christiansen Poetry Series publishes two to four books a year that engage and give voice to the realities of living, working, and experiencing the West and the Border as places and as metaphors. The purpose of the series is to expand access to, and the audience for, quality poetry, both single volumes and anthologies, that can be used for general reading as well as in classrooms.
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HILLBILLY LEVIATHAN

The Ozarks are where defeated assassins, the unholy,

and monsters come to retire.

Proper soil and crooked moonlight grow back

the disemboweled, the decapitated

while we collect arrears in child support for our demigod children.

Procession of taillights lined deep down the logging trails.

Along the way, there was a gentleman arguing with his soul

over his suicide.

I, tongue of snakes,

cut up, dipped in powdered sugar,

scattered to the ants in the deepest corner of Mt. Nebo.

The insult binds my ghost to the mountain.

Typhoon collected the few precious scales left of me

from the undertow.

My southern accent-muscle burned up

from haunting your life/house.

Now, let daybreak be my head and the year my whole body.

An online southern Christian university ordained my smoker’s cough

to be a dove.

My favorite exorcism:

The demon, steeped in cornbread philosophy,

who does not have enough ass to carry off the jeans he advertises

as he kneels down to the priest and holy water.

Years ago, as a child, I climbed the levee and made a hole in the air.

That’s where I will rest, but the gate is not wide enough.

Like my burial site, I am party size.


BIOGRAPHY

This is more valuable as my talisman than as my biography.

As a child, father told me I hatched out of a pearl partially dissolved in wine.

Mother always reminded me, I reminded her of father,

and I made the milk curdle in the stomach of other newborns.

A high ceiling was our family’s dining table,

where light was easy to swallow.

Father had a low-wage body and pushed around a coffin

full of Kahlua and coke.

Daily, mother read my father’s obituary aloud

in a tone between poetry and a backward prayer.

Our first winter living in town, my brother became touched

after he sipped accumulated frost off a mausoleum.

I remember the weave of sunlight etched across his face.

Me, my whole life, determined to read the Devil’s mind,

to reach in, pull out the brain, open to a random page,

read about my future from the bottom to top.


TOWARD MT. SCOTT

Toward Mt. Scott

it is sharp as a knife.

The bad roads lead to lost roads.

The lost roads lead to the same empty spot.

People sometimes go

to lonely places for power.

Eagles sometimes are choked,

dragonflies lassoed.

Smaller birds follow ghosts

to eat off the bugs.

Line of barbed wire

marks the boundary

between this world

and the next.
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