
accountable emily

helen walker jones

A muggy sunday windows opened onto the pine grove
the congregation awaits soothing winds to wring moisture
from their locks accountable emily age eight
dreams of gothic spires and silver domes
disregards the glossy white tiles with chipped corners
she has learned of manna passover the plates golden
in black earth mysterious elevator shafts sabbath
A hebrew word emily presses the embossed organ pipes
on a navy blue hymnbook wonders
if the water will be warm imagines
drowning buried in white baptismal clothes
her feet fading purple pain earned ringlets smashed
in wet strands against her neck
then remembrance of the gift
the comforter the holy ghost
will I1 be a saint she whispers
her mother nods emily sighs her name is called

helen walker jones is a poet living in salt lakelike city
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