Moses Brown

Clair and I were met and settled down 

On our little patch of land and worked the soil

Tirelessly until I felt a certain sense of unity with the earth.

Covered in rich thick clay and dank soil,

I would tend to corn, and tobacco, and squash

Relish in their color and flavor.

My gentle wife picked cotton during the season

And knitted with a care and deftness

That I matched only in bed.

Though Clair showed interest

I found a more vivacious, and forbidden Creature

To satiate my desires.

My daddy went to the pen in Uppersville, 

And my poor old mama was left to raise six

Of us, three older brothers, and two sisters, who are now

Off slaving away to make a living.

I had an aunt, who worked for Mr. Jones, 

In the wash rooms,

Where the warm, humid air would caress my tired lungs,

And bacon and rolls would the darling feed me,

Upon occasion I caught sight of mrs. Jones,

Flowing around the many slave quarters,

Making things right for her husband,

Who would stagger in intoxicated with drink or hate.

Laverne seduced me, and her guiles left me hanging in the old oak tree,

The same tree under which I had once tended my garden.

But, after my neck popped, I hung, 

So far from the warm, rich earth that  wanted I to fill my slack hands,

Caress me warmly into another place.

