
Oh, Evangeline

So many recent dreams have perished, in
the recent months, my mind is weary.

I am so many more years than
I should be, no longer the same.

Oh, Evangeline! The mountains that
I spend my life navigating (their peaks)

their valleys, part to a fresh, wide
open sea of possibilities.

When I fly into my home, I am
always struck by the breath of

the flatness in every direction... induces
a certain fear of the smallness of us.

The rafts are no longer imaginary, or
abstract...but now they will save us.

It’s true! Dreams can only carry us
so far, through the rolling hills...

of adolescence, do I lament her loss.
But now, my life belongs to the sea.


