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Shellfire



the shallow talkative tongues




    of the sea 










the loud lunatic voice 








      of a bag lady meandering







    the shores of an old millennium 


       clearing the spittle 


from her throat with chronic 






convulsions, a 





      lonely consumptive sea



muttering to herself




turning





   over 












   and over the loud




                      monotony of her lunacy



     barking



at the sands


    in a tongue only the gull






understands, a








      distempered dog



lapping its own sores





ribs heaving, barking




at nothing, a cat








scratching a hole in the sand







       
        pawing a litter box







with fastidious claws








her glandular tongue forever






turning upon herself


an arch, a hiss

                  a purr




as she rubs against my cuff



        rolls in her excrement and




       withdraws into the mewling night.



Where the beach used to be 

                  a bed that lover's kissed upon, now 




        it is a litter box for waves




to piss upon as if 



      pissing upon their own 

      graves. I 

comb the beach




       for a shell unbroken, but

                 Time has trampled all 

          to fragments under a heavy boot







another





        has already been this way





in her windswept footprints, I follow



scavenging mementos left behind,




the wave-worn curve of an abalone



shard, iridescent



     echoing







Odyssean seas






        if held just so, aglow






with a peacock fire, kindled 




  upon the beach beyond





the reach of Time's 









candle snuff. I 



no longer look


  for answers that were never   



                                        there or shells






that are whole, just





         these iridescent residues

                          
Time has left behind and 



                         the tide cannot efface








    to relieve the dark, a single spark










is enough.




      In the regimental roll-call 




of each New Year fewer






return to take their place





survivors of a dirty little war



waged in the back alleys 



         of my soul, each a pigment






in a cave the light cannot de-





face, the rest remains 




     a figment the ebbing tide has 





         erased. I







used to love






the sea, the way 






     we love 









a friend before








       her hour of treachery

        her smiles, I idealized

          but each sunbeam





was a diamond-studded sheath




        that hid the cutlass of a current 




                underneath, whereas




I used to see



        her seashells and




      anemones now








I see only the fly-infested 







        intestines of kelp and



yet I love her still 


     for what I know 




her now to be, as 







I love the lips 






   whose kisses can kill, fear





  ful of their blue fluids



        
  where oft I swam in innocent trust

                    whose mystery  



        

is a fatal lure




     



to my old seaman’s







            lust. 



