Circles by Jonathan Greenhause
“Try it again,” she whispers, as I pick through the fish’s bones

at this beachside stand equipped with full bar

within earshot of a drum circle.  Her middle-aged skin’s

sunburnt, as she burns through her savings

to lessen her sea-soaked guilt.  This is 20 years ago

& a dozen kilometers to the south of Tulúm.  She swims

in a lukewarm pool of bourbon, her makeup

a personal Guernica, blurred blue eyes the dazzling reflection

of a naked bulb doubling as a commuter train’s approach.

Today, I’m the age she was then, my sons dipping

in & out of the Atlantic, eclipsed by waves, miraculously

spit out again.  They call & respond, are beaten

& bowled over, tossed like salads, like sailboats by a sea spout

I fail to foresee.  “Try it again,”

the absent woman repeats, as I lie by the surf,

trying to write what happened, what I hope will never happen

to mine, am ashamed for not remembering

her exact features, if her eyes were really blue, if she insisted

it may’ve been an accident, her daughter high

while stumbling along the tracks, a purse with her IDs

flung from the body.  Afterwards, I follow the shore for a mile

before finding it: A massive silence punctuated

by an MC Escher sea, black waves lined with white

as they gently roll in, the full moon like a Broadway spotlight,

low-flying clouds turning the world on & off – on & off –

as if hatching existence, then drowning it out,

sowing possibility with this fluid truth

that everything’s despair, until hope ascends to the surface.
