
Three Poems by Tom Myers 

 
 
Last Words 

 

A sign on the outskirts of Beatty, Nevada reads, 

America Stops Here. A young woman stops and fills up, 

gas $3.59 a gallon, compared to $4.45 in Death Valley. 

Bundles of firewood stand like sentries outside the gas 

station/mini-mart/casino door. Inside the glare 

of fluorescent lights reminds her of a police interrogation 

room; the grating din of a Slurpy machine tightens her 

jaw. She scans rows and rows of food items lining metal 

shelves, Cupie dolls at the midway. She grabs corn nuts 

and a bottle of water. 

 

She drives slowly into the vast expanse of Death Valley 

where bruised purple sky fades to deep charcoal. 

She pulls over, stops by the side of the road, 

gets out, leans against the hood. Bats flutter overhead 

like black leaves, stars drift like cold fires. 

The thumbnail moon reminds her of her dying mother’s 

thin drawn lips. Her last words like a song playing over 

and over, a needle stuck in the groove of a worn LP. 

 

She scans the deepening eyes of darkness, color running 

out of the sky like water down a drain, wonders if she 

could stay up until the sun rises, create new names 

for the parade of constellations that will dance across 

the shimmering heavens, 

feel the great weight of silence wash over sand, 

where nothing can touch her, no words can hurt her. 

 

  



Bowling Ball Beach 

 

It is well hidden, no sign, 

only a turn out on Highway 1, 

down a steep cliff of rocks and  

tree limbs. A wide basalt shelf 

eroded with holes and irregular fissures 

juts into the sea. Half submerged perfectly 

round boulders, giant dark marbles, line up  

on the shelf like feeding tortoises. Alien  

forms belonging on Easter Island. 

 

Restless waves tumble against the stoic 

stones clothing them in frothy green foam. 

High tide will return, submerging these  

strange monoliths, claiming the shoreline  

once more. What if one stone should make a  

break for it, roll down the stone outcropping, 

down the sloping shore? How far would it travel?  

Would the others follow? A mass exodus of stone  

soldiers retreating, abandoning their post, leaving 

huge bowl shaped indentations like bird nests,  

the beach improperly named. 



Bend in the Road 

 

A bruised dawn stirs rested night, 

highway deserted, but for what  

appears to be a discarded rug 

heaped on the side of the road. 

 

A crumpled white-tailed doe  

sprawls on the gravel shoulder  

bundles of legs stick out at odd angles 

like tinker toys. 

 

Her head bends awkwardly,  

as if she were struggling to find a 

comfortable position; large brown  

eyes, dull tarnished glass. 

 

Blood oozes from her nostrils 

pools under her frothy mouth. 

A young fawn stands over her; 

nudges her stiff mottled coat. 

 

He flees into the woods as a car  

approaches. Timid and alone, 

all that she taught him  

will not be enough. 
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