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Drift Song

Father, | am flying above
the sea. | am the glass bottle

thrown to the wall, ornament
coming loose. Mother, | hear

your voice pulling at the water,
your fists reaching for waves that

threaten to break like windows.
I look for you from the sky.

Your silhouettes hide within
my reflection. Even now, your names

come loose in the brine, bruised
souls like sparks in the waves.
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Father, Mother, | am lost in the air.
The sun conquers your shadows.

Above the waves, a breeze
is blowing; touching the

soft water, then parting, then
touching it again, like lips.



