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

I think I’ve moved to an empty house  although three bodies sleep here 
and one of them’s mine   but I think I 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   
I think I’ve moved to an empty town   although I 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 I want to into the sidewalk on a night home in the dark when I 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 I remembered 
  yet every distant person becomes you and   I am so fucking haunted  
I haven’t been sleeping I’ve been spitting stones up         I’ve been sucking on any  
 sort of semblance of you   who I saw a week ago   who turned only 
because I was talking too loud   who   didn’t strike a chord in my body 
but I 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 I look up   and you go  
 less than two yards in front of me   and I 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—   I know I was 
meant to see you first   watch you drift by    and 
I could slice a car in half if it came upon my body   I could be shot and still stand 

watching you, possessed.



IF I LOOK AT YOU 
IN A PHOTOGRAPH
DO YOU OWN ME,
OR DO I OWN MYSELF?
ALL THOSE TIMES AT 
A DISTANCE WHERE JUST 
FOR LOOKING, ALL THOSE
TIMES AT A DISTANCE
WERE JUST FOR LOOKING,
ALL THOSE TIMES  
WERE JUST FOR LOOKING
IN  I   PHOTOGRAPH
DO YOU  OWN ME
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