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Fluke Swirls  






       a gull






flies sideways









over a rounded 




swell it knows 






as well as I know








this windy head 










    land. Foams







slipped

from greasy creases

where salted kisses die

at my feet, with a hiss

and a sigh

                    in which I hear 





the sound 




of one wave’s separation 

    from another. 

Trans-

   fixed by the curl 





     of a bang, drenched 



in wedding-rice sprays



       wet with an urge, unquenched 


to merge 

with these salted fluids. 



Oils leaking


from a reef-wrecked hull

holed 

    by coarse fingers








of pink corals probing 








      a cargo bay, by 







    


the razored edges









of a lonely day and 



the white-capped winds

of a private hour, listing 



in the blood-trails 




    of the last light

her irons, groaning  







in the grip of pink 










fingers, moaning 

as she bucks under

the bearded salt that boards

her beams and busts 

her bolts and takes her 

by storm, bottom-

up and bubbling 

to the bottom

with a groan

 of surrender, swallowing

foams in rapturous ruin, break-



ing under the weight 


of waves, her irons





moaning, rattling






captive chains 







upon the floor



in drowned abandon, dragged





forevermore over a reef 

of sorrows, a slave


to waves slanting 



from an endless sea 

of tomorrows

identical to 

today. Ah



to die



like Ahab 

in the whiteness









of your thighs, lashed





to the thing I have 

hunted, in the fluke 




swirls of  



          two blue-
       
    grey eyes. 
