
Obsidian

A Mule and 40 Acres Suite
1.  Deducting the Furnish

X-signed contract on a small tract of land
Seeds on consignment from the planter store
Rent due on the shack with one door
End of the year earn less than you owe

X-signed contract on the same tract of land
Clothes on consignment from the planter store
Rent due on the shack with one door
End of the year earn less than you owe

X-signed contract, tired tract of land
Owe two years more at the planter store
Rent due on the shack with no door
End of the year earn less than you owe

End of next year earn less than you owe
End of your life earn less than you owe 

2.  Guano

Once the ground is broken between the rows
by freed men harnessed to their wooden plows,

—heads covered—against the rising fertile dust
blown from neck-held haversacks—a must—  

the pungence scatters even when the wind stills
enough to raise pink blossoms on the hills

of earth drawn up to keep the boundless weeds 
at bay, laying by the covered seeds

that burst sackful into cotton bolls
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ripenened for earthy black fingers to unfold.

3.  Drownin in de Sun  
     (Sharecropper Song) 
    
Sun’s out but it be strugglin’, 
Say ‘Gimme a lil time . . .’

Workin de ground in de sun Lawd 
Workin de sun hard ground
Sun goin down goin under Lawd
Sun drownded goin down 
Drownin sun goin under Lawd
Lawd sun all de way down

Wanna res my bones weary in de cool,
Heat cooked me outa bed—  

Workin de ground in de sun Lawd 
Workin de sun hard ground
Sun goin down goin under Lawd
Sun drownded goin down 
Drownin sun goin under Lawd
Lawd sun all de way down

Caught in a sunstorm, wind howlin bad
Sun blowed lika fiah cross de lan—

Workin de ground in de sun Lawd 
Workin de sun hard ground
Sun goin down goin under Lawd
Sun drownded goin down 
Drownin sun goin under Lawd
Lawd sun all de way down . . .

4.  Summer Sundays

—bright head-handkerchiefs
whitest of aprons—

march in procession

one hundred fifty
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