el cajon boulevard at moonrise

Ten-thirty tonight, alone in the left-turn lane by
the liquor store. A blind veteran dozes in his
wheelchalr at the door. The night is thickly empty
with the turn-signal, its solid, plastic toll.

[ try to set my vision straight, but I can’t see the
road kill on the streets tonight. The tide has
rolled in over the asphalt and pooled blue and
silent beneath my Goodyear tires. The sidewalk
around the liquor store is blue-black littoral; a tide
pool collects beneath the veteran’s wheelchair, a
wave laps at the aluminum threshold. My hand
reaches for your pack of cigarettes, but I find sand

dollars scattered on the console instead.
The left-turn arrow turns, tourmaline.

[ pull into my driveway, sending slow ripples across
the neighbors’ impatiens; I fumble for my keys at
my doorstep, where the water has risen ankle-

deep, and in my bedroom where you were wait-
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ing, as I peel my socks off on the floor, you run
your hands through my hair, bangs stiffened with
sand and salt, and tell me that the tide will drain
away in the morning, will funnel off the road in
great torrents like a flood, but until then, we
might as well take a dip.
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