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I Thought You Said 

I thought you said we’d meet in the middle.   

I thought you said it would be spring.   

Walk west, you said.  I’ll meet you there,  

in one of the rectangular states.  You said  

something about the birds, the phoebes. 

One was waiting on my front walk this morning.   

Did you send it?  You said you stared at the World 

for a long time, thinking of me.  I was  

the World and you were the Fool.  I wanted 

to tell you that those are the cards of the beginning  

and the end, and also of the end and the beginning.  

What is it called, the snake with its own tail  

in its mouth?  Like that.  
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