Connecting
Voices in the dark hours, just TV,

are trapped in the thin walls between us,
a paper bearing stories I can't decipher.

Talking, gunshot, screaming—

​all a faked violence, merely play.
It interferes with my dreaming.

Weeping, hassled talking, cars screeching
through the walls, through the long night,
in the pressing, wordless heat.

This is a tale of sleepless neighbours,
mysterious banging about, rousing sounds—

​and no way to actually speak to each other.

No way to communicate with you,
to ask for silence and the freedom

to sleep in a silence only birds know.

We are so close, and yet there is this distance
that stretches endlessly between us.
Only garbled noise connects us.

