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The Receiver                                  

 

In a dream the other night 
I was on the phone, one of those rotary-dial 
black desk phones & looking out the window a  
window you lift up from the bottom 
to stick your head outside to a night-time scene 
as in Jean The Human Voice 
 
-- a phone booth out on the street 
where cars pass in the rain.  It takes him a while to dial. 
Coins pushed into the slot. 
 
The Human Voice is a one-woman show, 
all her side of the conversation 

 
 
There is a lot of murmuring, perhaps some pleading, some 
push-  

 
the receiver, her beautiful voice and mouth, and 
breaking heart.   I imagine the receiver holding 
the whole story inside. 
 
In my heart a dream once presided of respite 
and within that dream the small silver key to unlock it. 
Respite from worries, from pleading with fate. 
But, as Camus insists, 
Sisyphus was happy, bound only to his fate & nothing else. 
 
I imagine Sisyphus glancing outward 
at the top of his effort to check which constellation 
shone upon him then, whose story 
fixed its fixed eye upon him 
 
--condemned for what? I wonder. 
I should google the myth of Sisyphus 

 
the myth of this 
and the myth of that. 
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* 
 
People lying on the beach will tend to murmur 
but seldom converse.  Albert Camus, author of The Stranger, 
Revolt, The Plague, The Myth of Sisyphus, 
and Summer in Algiers says the sun is God, 
that we have exiled beauty, and that the body 
is happiest in sunshine, in a sea-blue and sun-yellow world. 
 
Other worlds have their charms and attractions, 
more nuanced and even more hopeful 
than the straw hats of others just off the plane 
from Cabo San Lucas or Honolulu. 
 
How would we know they were happy? 
we might ask. 
A tan. 
 
* 
 
It was one of those rotary-dial phones that sat on a credenza  
the kind you always answered. 
These phones rang in Hollywood movies for many many years. 
A dame in an evening gown would stride over, 
pick up the receiver, say hello, and glare at the fellow 
holding her ermine stole. It will be awhile before everything 

 
 
There would be whirlwinds of emotion such as someone might feel 
returning from the plunge pools of Puerto Vallarta to the chilly rays of March 

 
in which an owl might sit saying hoo-hoo-hoo 
& you would say who, me?  And it would say yes, you.  
 
You might wind up playing a role you only dreamed of 
such as being a human voice in a telephone receiver, 
the kind you had to lift out of what was called the cradle 

 
with a sharp European ring she knew it would be him, she knew 
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it would be eternal, so she lifted the receiver once more.   
 
[This poem was previously published in Canthius.] 
 
 
 
 


