
Grieving for the misunderstood prokaryote. 
I weep. 
You  
only a form,  
only a fossilised organism,  
putative  
with all your grace.  
After the formation of the oceans 
4.41 billion years ago. 
The great ancestor.  
After the stromatolites  
and before Lucy.  
You, the AL 288-1. 
I think of you when the tide goes out and the fossilised trees appear at some beach 
somewhere in south wales. 
I think of you when I walk around the ruins of the cities I have never seen. 
The ones that stand on top of mountains and their feet get covered by water. 
And I mourn with repetition and form sounds and words that exit my lips and 
and  
become a melody that with heaviness falls to the centre. 
Towards you, 
in the ocean, 
in the bodies of water 
that carry the beginning with no responsibility. 
In,  
where light never reaches. 
You must have been lonely. 
No one to talk to about your day, about your growing and your shrinking. 
I envy you. 

This is why I don’t go deep in the sea, 
because I fear these thoughts, 
I don’t want the grief to swallow me whole. 
Because I can feel the tectonic plates moving and forming their own language. 
Tying,  
trying to tell the story of the great ancestor. 

As I float with my back gazing at the bottom, the deep-less. 
I can feel the heaviness dragging me down, 
my belly gets covered with water, 
my belly button floods. 
The water goes in my nose, in my mouth down my throat and fills my eyes. 
My body fills up like a bucket and I eventually start sinking. 
I go to find you in between the tectonic plates and the fish that have never seen 
the light of day. 
The ones with the many faces and lights. 

But you know. 
Do you know? 



The ocean has knowledge, and it won’t give it to anyone. 
Only he has been with it for that long, no one will understand. 
The ocean  
The ocean is called ωκεανός in Greek o k e a n o s. 
The ocean in ancient Greek mythology was the son of Ouranos (the Sky) and Gaia’s 
( the Earth). 
After his birth Ocean started himself giving birth to all the living things on earth as 
well as the gods that follow after him. 

Ocean in Greek has a male pronounce. 

The ocean gave birth to everyone and everything but never claimed its 
powerfulness. 
It kept silent, 
its brothers and sisters were jealous and always will be. 
He is the one that makes the lands separate, makes them individualise. 
And not kiss each others cheeks. 

I wonder how the land was before the Oceans. 
Before the bodies of water made everyone its own self. 
Was it better? 
Vast lands,  
endless to the eye. 
Dry. 
It made your tongue stick to the top of your mouth, 
The uvula to get dehydrated and thirsty. 
The floor of the mouth must have waited with anticipation for water to come and 
wake it up from its lethargy. 

What a nice thought. 
Makes my mouth water. 
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