
Dear Anne,

My head is a bucket
of Cirrus.

Most nights
I fall asleep

to spinnin
g walls,

and the nightma
re of those

same walls

turning
over like rocks

to show the worms
and sow bugs undern

eath.

My typewr
iter in the corner,

covered
by its glass museum

case-

and I think
of the season

you left us for,

hot or cold,

hell or heaven,

maybe
I'll travel

to you.

Rememb
er when I could brush

the darkne
ss off my shoulde

r like lint?

Now I am the color of an oil spill

and believe
that God walks

in silk slipper
s down singed

streets

where
tired

voices
yell for him

and he forgets
his name.

Carrie
Seitzin

ger stu
died E

nglish
with a

Creativ
e Writing E

mphas
is at

UC Irvine 2
003- 2

007. H
er first

book o
f poetr

y, The
Dots D

on't Co
nnect

was se
lf publi

shed,
and sin

ce the
n she

has be
en fea

tured a
t poetr

y

venues
throug

hout O
range

County
, San D

iego, a
nd Los

Angele
s. She

curren
tly live

s in Lo
ng Bea

ch, bu
t has b

een kn
own to

drift.
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