
Three Years Since Us 

 

The summer the polar bear escaped from the zoo 

you bought me a heart necklace that looked like a dog collar. 

Everyone panicked: the zookeepers, the khaki clad mothers, the children 

with fists full of cotton candy and you—dropping my hand  

to run faster towards the exit yelling for me to hurry up 

 

as if I could go any faster. They found the bear 

behind the penguin exhibit searching for funnel cake 

in the overturned trash can. You called my name 

so loudly like now except  

 

from the other side of the country. And every time you say 

come back I think of the polar bear and what awaited her the next day 

when she awoke—surrounded once again by nose smudged glass.  

 


