
Calliope

Volume 37 Devotion. Discord. Deceit. Article 4

1-1-2007

739-7
Ben Elliott
University of the Pacific

Follow this and additional works at: https://scholarlycommons.pacific.edu/calliope

Part of the Poetry Commons

This Poem is brought to you for free and open access by the College of the Pacific Journals at Scholarly Commons. It has been accepted for inclusion in
Calliope by an authorized editor of Scholarly Commons. For more information, please contact mgibney@pacific.edu.

Recommended Citation
Elliott, Ben (2007) "739-7," Calliope: Vol. 37 , Article 4.
Available at: https://scholarlycommons.pacific.edu/calliope/vol37/iss1/4

https://scholarlycommons.pacific.edu/calliope?utm_source=scholarlycommons.pacific.edu%2Fcalliope%2Fvol37%2Fiss1%2F4&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
https://scholarlycommons.pacific.edu/calliope/vol37?utm_source=scholarlycommons.pacific.edu%2Fcalliope%2Fvol37%2Fiss1%2F4&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
https://scholarlycommons.pacific.edu/calliope/vol37/iss1/4?utm_source=scholarlycommons.pacific.edu%2Fcalliope%2Fvol37%2Fiss1%2F4&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
https://scholarlycommons.pacific.edu/calliope?utm_source=scholarlycommons.pacific.edu%2Fcalliope%2Fvol37%2Fiss1%2F4&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
http://network.bepress.com/hgg/discipline/1153?utm_source=scholarlycommons.pacific.edu%2Fcalliope%2Fvol37%2Fiss1%2F4&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
https://scholarlycommons.pacific.edu/calliope/vol37/iss1/4?utm_source=scholarlycommons.pacific.edu%2Fcalliope%2Fvol37%2Fiss1%2F4&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
mailto:mgibney@pacific.edu


                9 Calliope 2007

H aste makes waste of a wasted life. Running 

to keep from standing still. Everything blurs 

and then you’ll miss her. You’ll waste her. Sooner or 

later she stops calling and your wrinkled hands will 

quiver as you try to remember her phone number. 

Maybe she’ll call you when the kid is on the way. 

Maybe she’ll just call you when it gets here. Maybe. 

Maybe at his first birthday or his graduation or the 

birth of the child of the child of the child you’ll smile 

your crooked smile that reaches back through the 

years searching for the straight. Searching for small 

white teeth and a grin and a pink balloon dancing  

a yard above an impossibly small wrist. Searching 

for the path to the here; the path lost in the gray 

there of then. But you’ll put down the phone and 

the snick of the receiver is the closing of your  

coffin. And the room will go quiet again save for  

the tock and the tick of the yellowing clock on the 

yellowing wallpaper. 

—Ben Elliott
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