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J O S H UA  W E I N E R 

Inside a peach pit: poison.

	 Inside even an empty house:

flies in summer, winter, fall, spring.

	 A memory of silence

when words were wanted,

	 words when silence.

Piss bubbles (space),

	 the air inside a tire,

under a wing, what a spoon holds

	 after it leaves a mouth.

“The greatest plan / Is to participate,

	 aid, and understand” wrote one;

his mother named him Kenneth.

	 Thus, to the fiction 

of merit admit

	 ancestors. “What shall be

my legacy,” asks Ryōkan;

	 you can look up his answer.

Over here, when equals if.

	 A dull edge (I overheard 

the butcher say)

	 cuts fat when it’s hot enough.

Inkling
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