The Jrouble

Jve dtilled the house

comp[etely. J hear blood
w/zirring, its sound like the sound
of the mothers heart

crowa’ing the infanf’d ear,

Nothing out gets in unless

J ad/e, unless (j want to shitter
the roll of regular, the a’aily
punctuation of my d/ey

with one perfecf bird,

A man paces my green

lawn in a tuxedo. J raise
his lzanal and make him wave,
make his face fa”, The bird
beats from my frame,

dcenting a storm s arrival.

(j)f J could fina’ that hammer

the curved end for prying

up nails and ﬂoorboara]&, J mz’gbt
d[ip z‘}zrouglz the window.

J mz’g}n‘ give him my umbrella.

—Eetiﬁa Irent




