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215 Missed Calls

Three hours, thirteen minutes, talking to you as if you're
the ocean as if ocean is figment is human is lonely is eyes

is you who sees beyond my fatigue, my two facades:
the inner girl & the woman who buries scars in funeral caskets.

Cops lying, no, you didn’t jump into the Pacific,
no, you're not dead, no, you're not gone.

Medicated, doped up at dusk, second-sighted, is it you,
gray feline roaming the pier, is it you, lone diver haunting

the coastline, is it you, snow hawk, is it you, moon chaser,
watching me pace the iced shores, brown dunes.

Suppose you are cat, diver, bird, moon, suppose it’s true,
you up & left me, left earth, suppose we’ve never met,

suppose past, present & future is occurring right now,
suppose we met decades ago at a California bus stop,

suppose you are the mirror inside my dream hallucinating ocean,
your struggles, sorrows, a reflection of myself, my shadows,

sinking.



Did it hurt when the whale swallowed you, did it hurt
when you lost consciousness

I was on the beach that night, did you hear me call your name
215 times
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