
Living Room 

 
The proper cushions are aligned on the sofa. 
 
The pillows, the ones we really use, hide 
like secret children, covering each other’s mouths 
with stains and frays and pet hair, pile comfort onto comfort 
on the closet floor, leave no room for the vacuum that stands stiff  
against the wall, the guard that will hold your coat. 
 
See mom, I do clean. 
 
 
Jill Williams 


