DAVID HERNANDEZ

Hello I Must Be Going

Keys keys I forgot my keys my car
won’t hum me home otherwise

there they are beside my empty
tumbler and black napkin I'd ripped
then twisted then braided into licorice
before my drink arrived to give

my hands something to do before

I’'m soothed by spirits the slight
tinkling of cubes unlike the ice
cracking then roaring as shelves

plunge quicker into the ocean the ocean
rising by increments we don’t notice
until it’s too late just ask the polar bear
bones settled on the seafloor

oh I love this song that jukebox spins
fine music say how long you think
before every jukebox is silent

in this coastal town when barstools
float and knock into each other where
patrons once sulked or laughed or fell
for someone whose heart they later broke
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