
Richard Broderick

Jesus of Walmart

Poems

Books
The New York Quarterly Foundation, Inc.

™

New York, New York



NYQ Books™ is an imprint of The New York Quarterly Foundation, Inc.

The New York Quarterly Foundation, Inc.
P. O. Box 2015
Old Chelsea Station
New York, NY 10113

www.nyq.org

Copyright © 2016 by Richard Broderick

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

First Edition

Set in New Baskerville 

Layout by Raymond P. Hammond

Cover Design by Raymond P. Hammond

Cover Art by Svetlana Rumak | www.rumak.net 

Author Photo by Petronella J. Ytsma | www.petronellaytsma.com

Library of Congress Control Number:  2016930016

ISBN:  978-1-63045-019-9 



vi

Contents

What’s in a Name? / 11

I.

The Dogs Are Barking in the Neighborhood Tonight / 15

All Present And Accounted For / 16

Hand-Me-Downs / 18

Boys Fishing  / 19

The Barges  / 20

For Local Poets Everywhere / 21

Photograph of The Students in the One-Room Finnish 

     Schoolhouse, Esko, Minnesota, 1914 / 23

My Grandfather at Rest / 25

The Boxing Lesson / 26

Swimming Laps / 27

Draft / 28

II.

After Reading The Unabomber Manifesto / 31

At the Auto Junkyard / 32

Hardly Paradise / 33

This Endless Night / 35

North of San Diego / 36

Imperial Lexicon / 37

From the National Center for Missing & Exploited 

     Children  / 38

The Fathers / 39

Night Shift / 40

Portrait of the Young Artist with Her Stepfather / 41

Grendel in the City / 42



vii

III.

Memorial Day Evening / 45

Danse Macabre / 46

Return to Eben Flood’s Party / 47

Neanderthal Burial Site / 48

Voice from Lascaux / 49

A Russian Sailor Recalls Dying on The Kursk / 50

Life Itself / 51

The Dead of Winter / 52

Upon Receiving My Brother’s Ashes / 53

Hydrangeas / 54

My Mother’s Japanned Jewelry Box / 55

August Sunset from the Highest Point in St. Paul / 56

In the Winter Garden of Stillborn Babies / 57

Sorrow Personifi ed / 58

Listening to a CD of Glenn Gould Performing 

     “The Goldberg Variations” / 59

Inertia / 60

On the Highway to Heaven / 61

Twilight / 63

IV.

Stop and Go / 67

The Work of Silos / 68

In Exile / 69

When We Are Gone / 70

Dream World / 71

Back Door Man / 72

The Bookish Life / 73

Sundays Spent Working at Home  / 74

The Day After / 75



viii

As Long as Possible / 76

The Thunderhead Speaks / 77

Evening Clouds / 78

Weather Report / 79

The Tall Wind / 80

The Snow / 81

On Moss / 82

Every River / 83

Lunar Eclipse  / 84

Deep in Outer Space / 86

The Sunfl owers / 87

Peonies / 88

Spendthrifts / 89

Cote de Valais  / 91

Between the Covers / 92

This Isn’t a Dream? / 93

The Fishmonger’s Wife / 94

Everyday Low Prices / 95

Song of the Fat Woman Swimming off Cocoa Beach / 96

Anatomy Lesson / 97

The Shining / 99

Some Mornings / 100

V.

Autumn Tutorial / 103

Rain Dance / 104

The Stone Arch Bridge / 105

It’s the blue everyone is talking about / 106

The French Language Tapes / 107

Salud y Dinero / 109

Jesus of Walmart / 110

Dark Day / 112



16

All Present And Accounted For

Earth is the heaven of animals.

It is only on earth they are fully

present and no where else. (Even

in your dreams, the wolf and 

the snake are no more than shadows 

of your projection.) No brown bear 

ever waded the fall run, catching 

salmon, but wishing he were

someplace else. No milk cow

plans for the future or dreams

of changing places with the sleek

Jersey on the cover of this month’s

Dairy Digest. Dogs do not fall

into a brown study, cats have

no second thoughts, the honey-

bee gives it full attention 

to the hive or the fl ower. 

Horse and cattle may be driven

to distraction by biting fl ies 

(themselves a model of insistent

presence), but in doing so they

give themselves to madness 

without stint. That goat you saw

while out driving in the country

wasn’t really sullen; that was some

feeling of your own you’d rather

leave behind standing on a hillside

glaring at the road. Yes,

you have seen apes and lions

looking bored, but that was 
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Night Shift

Tonight your father returns to you as a woman, 

death freeing him to face in two directions. 

It’s awkward for a little while:

his bony frame draped in crinoline,

his mouth shining beneath lip gloss, the long 

silence he’s endured making his voice rough, 

pitched somewhere in the middle range, 

like an old-fashioned clock on the verge of striking.

Now you can see the softness that was there all along

when he yielded to illness, in the maternal impulse

behind the years you’ve spent nurturing his memory. 

If he picks you up bodily now as he used to do

when you were a boy, don’t turn away. 

Don’t resist. Let him plant a fatherly kiss.

It’s not just your dream anymore. It’s also his.
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Upon Receiving My Brother’s Ashes

Good-bye, brother. And hello. Our childhood 

died with you in that sealed Florida room

where you exiled yourself, the shades

drawn, your swollen heart burst at last, 

nothing in the refrigerator, the TV on.

Now there’s no one to ask 

the name of the neighbor boy’s cousin

who fell through the ice on Mirror Lake

and drowned, or of the candy store 

out on the highway, or where we were the day 

we drank homemade root beer, then played 

pirate ship with other kids in a dusty barn. 

All I have of you now is this bronze box

fi lled with ashes (not even a proper urn), 

the sweepings of your life. What would I 

fi nd if I pried open its seal and peeked inside? 

Some powdery substance, gritty and fi ne, 

like the beach we used to play on, the sand 

so hot in the mid-day sun that even 

in the time it took us to run to the lake 

the soles of our feet would burn.
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Jesus of Walmart

They liked the radiant smile, his upbeat manner

and so, despite a scanty work record—

“Assistant carpenter, then three years 

wandering the hills”—they hired him 

as a greeter, the wages from his full-time, 

28-hour-a-week job not enough to cover 

the company’s health insurance. “Get sick 

around here and you just have to heal yourself,” 

muttered a disgruntled “associate,” a 50-ish mother 

whose crippled daughter got up the very

next day and walked, everybody calling it

a miracle, just like that special order 

of tee-shirts that sold for $1.99 each. 

Now he wanders the aisles in a pair 

of plastic sandals made in China,

reminding shoppers of special savings

they’ll fi nd if they only keep on searching, 

pointing out the counter where 

you can redeem coupons clipped from 

somebody’s discarded newspaper,

consoling the single moms when they

discover food-stamps can’t be used

to buy the sugary cereal their fatherless

kids clamor for each morning. In aisles 

lined with desolate frowns he smiles,

asking weary late-night shoppers if he 

can help, talking softly, respectfully

to those who have never known anything

but contempt and the presumption 

of guilt. To the illegals sneaking in 

after a hard day of underpaid work,

men named Jose, woman called Maria, 

he speaks in tongues they haven’t heard 

since leaving home in search of plenty. 
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