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A(wake)

   
The sea 

    is a drunken whore

             who

stumbles

              ashore, falls




down on





     the sand and


     returns for

      another pour. There’s 

an under






       current here and









things that sting






under-






tows that are hidden




and things that come un-





bidden from 


the deep, a face








I don't necessarily want








        to face, half





eaten by the angel







       fish and 






questions with no answers though





        
       twenty years have come 







    and gone and


still

the sea is grinning 


in a grunion-running moon. 






There’s 





something of your walk 




in the undulant swell and 

       something of your salted 

              talk that fell  

                            from thin lips like the




low line of the brine 

                                          that slips ashore 

          at Ligorno where 





                                               the sea unfurls

                                                                                        its wild undrowned poem 


where the poets we lose

      to the sea turn its foams


    into poetry





                         with a curl and a flourish







     of thunder that immortal-







   izes the voice of he








the sea 











takes






down

 under. 




Deaf to the oracular 



signs, how so unheeded?







New Year's Eve, the 







      Golden Gate





a sail at sunset







  for God-



sakes. There 



     was no grave, none





was needed, just 









a wave








   and a spray of ashes 


an Irish song



to send you off 







to sleep and






       to keep you 









a









         wake.

