Song of the Sandblaster

I'm gonna lay my head / On some lonesome railroad iron
— “Trouble in Mind” by Richard M. Jones

george of ogun, of gu

george of lent, of holmes pond

george of hephaestus called henry

good iron divined from the furnace of alice
born in an apple orchard after full june

his song is like dust daughters
raining down in a hush

o can’t you see them?

sisters silica & chrysotile
raining down in dirges & ditties

i call him

two-gun george johnson

fought his way from south to north
elwood say he fell asleep

on the train looking for d.c.

ended up in pennsylvania’s foundries
african blacksmith in ambler

i call him george of the 368th
come back from war

with trouble in mind
pension of shrapnel cicatrix
0.g. malian marlboro man
undercover k&m iron man
h.w. butterworth benin man

smell this devil’s music

this autobiography of anvils

this bacon fat sun sweltering

over the metallurgy of emancipation
his face in my mother’s hands

as she presses clothes
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threatens my father
with steam

george of lobar pneumonia
george of pulmonary congestion
george of lungs like black urns
darned with white ash of cruelty

“he’d make these cast-iron pieces

on the side” uncle baldy said

“there’s a frying pan in the basement
you can have it when i’'m dead”
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