POETRY &

For Stephanie

AJ Hannigan

I count the freckles
on your nose

like calculi

each an image
invoked by a kiss

as we sit on your
grimy tan floor
where my pen burst
spilling its black ink
like loosed snakes

our feet tapping in time
upon the wheel-cut cobbles
of the via publica

under the shadows

of white plaster walls.




