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M

Shadowed quaking threshold
Loyal backlash of gnawed bitters
Candlelit broken nails in bulb past
Wet leather of dripped esteem

Chest-proud and galloping
Distilled grass blades that shine purple
Quiver at beetle snakes
Linger in splayed sunbeams

You gravel at cockroach,
Shiver yourself to the young
There are spider eggs stuck
To the cardboard of your night brown back

Learned of the death realm
Crossed-paw laying with the know
Vibrations out of the condition time frequency
Yapping ice in shrewd delicacy

Turtle cautious cobweb snorter
Shedding hurt house loner
Tired at daytime swallow shifts
Lapping ivory goat milk

Aphid curious salt soaked
Determined howl of yesterday
Falling loss in heat’s harrow
Scored attention from disheartened faucet

Kicked leg in heroic fib
Maddened siren on porch strings
You sleep at the hearth
You the unreader of minds

Amelia Walsh

MY NEIGHBOR’S ROOM 

You guide me into the room with no walls that requires 
a stack of permeable screens to be carried out 
and installed in its window openings, which permit 

the ocean air to come in in the summer and inspire 
you and go out like a breath. You tell me about 
your late wife’s voice, how it issues from her sun-lit 

pictures, speaking to us in the radio’s songs. Your heart 
beats, embedded with an inimical plaque. The art 

of a life is maybe to be repetitive, to ascertain 
meaning out of invisible air. To capitulate to the wry 
smell of ocean life that has died in order to reappear 

as other things. When we are done, we are contained 
by the positioned screens. The birds in your yard try 
to be instruments. It is the sixth month of the year. 

Jonathan Aprea




