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Land's End

      the blue lip 



of the sea


                                                                     dribbles spittle

upon the sand





 





an old bag lady 




who drivels on 







about nothing






      her blue double-speaking 



lips forever in motion, each




comber an accomplice to





the commotion of her cover-up


every tongue

        tipped in salt




rubbed into the wounded 



pores of the sand, answering








my fault-finding finger






with a song, un-





interrupted on the long 







walk to Land's 






End. 









Laughing




   



      at my necessity 





                                                   for morbid truths, did 


the end come 

swiftly or slow, mercifully

     or no, above or

           below 






decks? Time too is a sea 





          that drowns the best 




                                                                   of you 





                                                   in me 








in the grey troughs 

    of the brain, in the funereal 






            furrows where the golden grains 

of your face are


     frescoes fading 


  in the glare of Time






grey







matter





in




deed.   







I cast my questions






       to the surf, rod







    planted in the sand and






 wait for something to strike,





      for a mackerel, a snook, for any 







thing to set 

                                                               my hook. Cormorants

diving deep, a flare

launched into the night 

floating 

into

nothingness, a

bow-wake






  in the dark, a beacon 




         sweeping the stone-walling








swells, a white






       finger taking the pulse 
of a blue-lipped






       sea, crying 

  like a gull




for the scraps 





it scavenges down





the winded shore that laps


and answers with nothing



      more than a sad






withdrawn








sigh.

