In the Corner of a City under Siege

Peated scotch parted for many years, break
out the good stuff for sending off friends.
Do we want to move away, too? Crammed into a
corner of a city under siege, unused to low
sofas, to eating off coffee tables, should

we renovate despite not being allowed? Pull
down the liquor cabinet, wipe soot from the
corners, into this old structure build book
shelves, incorporate new thoughts, listen

to other voices, fill in floor cracks to step
without fear of splinters, change table and
chairs, move that big refrigerator. I just
want freedom in my living room. Cleaning up
in a worried and riotous city, [ understand
the tension of the chess board: don’t call

it magical realism while you draw your own
prison. On a floating night interrogate

the sea beneath the west window’s light.
Within vast screaming, the even vaster
mosquito buzz. A dram of unrestraint,

a drop of tea of lingering reluctance.
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