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This is my story.

A huge scientific quantity of air

Heats at the equator

It begins descending in a gentle clockwise rotation

Clockwise rotation producing circular ocean currents

Circular ocean currents spiraling into a center

In the water’s center it becomes a decreasing subtropical high

This is an ocean-born atmospheric phonomenom

This is a north Pacific ocean central sub-tropical gyre

I am drifting towards this ocean gyre.

Because of the stability of this gentle ocean maelstrom

Because it is the  largest uniform climatic feature on earth

The ocean gyre is an accumluator

of debris.

Anything that can subsist on the surface, i.e., float

No matter where its origin or its home
It ends up here

Circling around in the gyre, in the ocean

In the middle of the Pacific

Circling, Circling. Forever.
  I have arrived at the gyre and now 

I, too, am circling, circling. Forever.

Before, In the past, I didn’t exist.

My predecessors experienced a peaceful death

Their passage brought them through the waters
Floating on the waters, 

They would arrive at this gyre and slowly break down

And break down into elegant strange pieces

And break down into even more graceful and nourishing pieces 

And evenutally dissolve to become one with the water.
And disappear into another lifeform.
That was before me.

THEY were leaves and grasses and pieces of wood and 

Old dead sharks and porpoises and seeds and coconuts and logs,

They were fronds of palm or birds that had passed on,

They were things that floated and then floated no more

And then became food for small ichthyosaurs and spiny invertebrates,

Or metamorphosed into snacks for plankton and microorganisms,
Absorbed into the ocean currents as they circled
Breaking down in the water around,
That was before ME.


Now it has been some approximate 5 decades,

And the gyre has seen the likes of me,

Arriving in shiny and indigestable splendor,
And I, too, break down with solar photo-degradation,

And get smaller and smaller, but never do I change form

Because I retain identity down to the molecular level

Unmodified and ubiquitous

Circling in the gyre, circling in the currents,

Circling in the waves, lodged in the mouths of whales,

Filling the stomachs of turtles and tuna,

Occupying the bellies of seahorses and arthropods and

Consuming the bodies of krill and rushing the bloodstreams of the ocean.

I am not water soluble,  I am completely seawater resistant
I have arrived here from every continent, 

from every ship

I was born of freighters and fishing vessels and cruiselines,

I have started out sparsely and have grown,
I have created vectors in every imagineable direction

I have traversed across the oceans from every part
and I have drifted here, colonized in massive mounds

And am growing and swirling around and 

Growing some more…

When people think of the deep blue ocean, 

They see images of pure and clean and dark waters

With fantastic creatures and tiny worlds -- myriads of life

They witness the organisms that feed and reproduce

Big and little and micro creatures that swirl about the briny deep

Swimming and living and breeding and eating
and surviving.

And now I have arrived.
I am a new evolving ocean creature here to stay

Forever circulating not only in this gyre

But living immortal in the form of continuous, accumulating reflective debris

Swirling and swirling in big pieces and breaking into smaller pieces

And being consumed and turned into even smaller pieces

So that I am forever present as a new lifeform taking control
over the bellies and chemistry and bio-organic existence

Over the fishes and the jellies and the salps and the seaweed
And all of the organisms that need to breed.

But they no longer need to.  I have arrived.
And I am beautiful.
I am worshipped for my beauty,
For my polyetheline chains and polymer sheen,

For my charming, enduring pliable form and exotic erotic shapes

For my bioluminescent polypropylene appeal
I am beloved as floating polyetheline mutation

My little high-density terephthalate offspring spew forth from every corner of the globe

Darling rugged polystyrene clusters tossed effortlessly upon the ocean waves

Arrive in the gyre to settle with their polyvinly-chloride cousins,
Sunlight kissing their non-organic fleshiness

Flotsam and jetsam embalmed on the high seas itself

I have arrived here in this subtropic circling current

And I am here to stay.  Forever.
