Haunt (verb)
L. to visit often
ii. to have a harmful or disquieting effect on

| think I’ve moved to an empty house although three bodies sleep here

and one of them’s mine but | think | moved to an empty bed although

the radiator moans through the night and my coat from the hook tries to coax it-

self into the sheets and my fingers try on any number of different names

| think I’ve moved to an empty town although | struggle on the sidewalk and

smile at children with a vain disinterest and step into headlights waiting for the wa-

ter to get warm duck unwillingly for planes that cut a zipper across the sky and split
Just the way | want to into the sidewalk on a night home in the dark when | peer

into the face of every passing stranger hoping praying that it is[n’t] you
while Boston stands drunk and bleary in the distance hands in pockets watching

me wilt and weep at the feet of anyone with curly hair anyone that could be you

you’ve forgive me I've forgotten— you’ve always looked different than | remembered
yet every distant person becomes you and I am so fucking haunted

| haven’t been sleeping I’'ve been spitting stones up I’ve been sucking on any
sort of semblance of you who | saw a week ago who turned only

because | was talking too loud who didn’t strike a chord in my body

but | said this is it Just for relief from it all the ache and adrenaline

of seeing you walking home on a clear night the art of moving through

the world without displacing it slithering through the darkness towards
an unmade bed the crosswalks like a cage bared and stagnan

streetlight sentarian my teeth like bullets and | look up and you go
less than two yards in front of me and | can see everything in clear profile

your nose the pull of your brow and the solitary freckle

wanders across your cheek and the stars jitter above— | know | was

meant to see you first watch you drift by and

| could slice a car in half if it came upon my body | could be shot and still stand

watching you, possessed.



‘Body,

)

N ¢

&

o

/} 5('(,M/L64 5 [nSfaemt
eSS Sonn ol

// ’ /ﬂ_ckf 0,]47 500&‘«0/1
AR Y R A s

S lernee il A e i

S /Z///VSKGVK

i T e e e

VR e e
| iz B/ oo~

- ~;((g »
.

suppose | looked at streetlights and said surely, Still we got it in our bones and @pon the i for some other grave )
those must be stars, kept my mouth and a different night where Tkept my tears to myself and you stayed fully clothed and

D -
stretched to the dusk between your thumb and forefinger ;V the wind strayed from our eyes and | said it's finally summer now on the first of ° thw 'QC be
_may three days before the ancient riot _of hip to hip and | said /'ve never s ; moﬁ" 10
that all those times at a distance were just for lo oking. i seen _that blefori th::’ ' rr:]ake it v:’orlfl for you | Ia;d a n;illit?tn teettI: tof rest | pu:h my G|Y\ﬂ’(a mo,S b(/ L Jf"ﬁ
condolences in a place between here and silence and we don’t speak of your mother 0 40
| watched moming creep through the wreckage of our bodies but | wanted to say is this her room where you were borp where | spring from - I’Y' adb Vo Uy
as you took all summer taking me apart the white upon your shoulders de and | do;t know kindness becausehl don’t know (obb (/.Pur 6“‘1
| became the mortar and bullet, my spine IOS§ ¢ i ae S:ear of ang‘a‘ S o;e ‘?e e ?n . 2 oomit e (tar h ~C 0.6{’ 1=
set to spelling your name a bit of pearl upon my breast and the sound of a receding engine as one boy says to another cho,( $|/\!‘) J/’
before your palm eclipsed the funny plane of my hips— 9 fhenges "M 0‘ 4 ¢ 6'(}‘
straining towards the skylight M 5 N sp
loose me to the clouds 3 5 N ‘
- i 77 ; {\
and in the silence between bated breath spills the sun N .
and we felled each other 2
over and over again. e U2 . fo L fell, }\/L‘-?’V\ >
“‘V\ han we struggled to catch leaves as they leapt up to their br;re\c%/ v
whe! A i ing.
1 to sleep in the morm!
\’* G\x S sr:u::z‘re:r: Ziﬁ'&ﬁgmng and opened pots 1 find the stew already done s the dect » g
" - spit from the hai ! vs wounds on the kitchen table. » e
remained whole and licked it's WO! s 5

i mer
et bring me back to the sum [eri - .
Ry cadas’ wailing spilled back into their mouths and llghtpm_g b
Wheize(:hztzlbiﬁer clouds, sunset like a bruise in the sky, waves slipping silently fr g
. ! c_fl ice si k the air before ,
i d swallowed police sirens from ; |
(gl SL:\ZK: g;nears and the walls of the harbor buoy crushed |p towards the tongue, i |
o leve: rt‘\:;fh you every moming pinned to your chest by a point of light, with the blankets lai
and | woke

hed around us and the coffee dormant downstairs in the pot and you would whisper good
hushed a Y
morming with every sigh in the world.

J \H,\\Mnd,bf

,A%m;dy gou,(ceo? "35Wa_((owco@ wle

Mmavw  0F  Spnndl B e
(oot net Lol line ]

Memory House’

Lily Oliver 2021 &d. 30



