
A Poem by Marina Romani 
 

Missed Call 
 
Phone ringing, I glanced at the caller ID: 
Jesus Christ. No, that’s not an expletive.  
I mean, the screen showed that name, 
Jesus Christ was calling from area code 650. 
The answerer clicked on, the phone went dead. 
Jesus went mute. Hung up on me. No message. 
 
When I was eight, I kept a picture by my bed 
of Jesus with his heart in flames. I loved him, 
encouraged by my mother and my teacher nuns. 
My love was true, the kind you never can oust 
fully from your heart. It lodges too deep. 
That early fire still burns in part of mine. 
 
Area code 650, I learned, covers locations 
north of here, mostly Santa Clara County, 
named for a saint, a woman—significantly? 
Who was Santa Clara, I wanted now to know. 
Ah, Wikipedia: Saint Clare, a noblewoman  
who left it all to be a bride of Christ. 
 
Now we find Jesus in Saint Clare’s county 
—that’s Silicon Valley and Stanford!  
He’s a computer geek? An academic? 
Allied with Clare? Would they have my soul? 
My money? It’s all one, a scheme for profit, 
the spoils—souls, money. An old betrayal. 
 
Then what am I to make of all this? 
The figure with the flaming heart 
still quickens my blood. No help for that. 
Those two from 650 leave me cold and sad.  
They may call again. I won’t pick up. 
I’ll keep my silence. Live with mystery. 
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