Untitled
Take the sea then, she said, a chord
Through the air, a ribbon poured, not

Not scorched, or marginalized, a shadowed



wail

Wail. Wail …and the day canonizes night with a knot and tear

Here – in this hand, a new shift, drift, rift, or a metaphor 

Augment the way the sea cradles that whale

No, no cord could core or sever her wail

From night, from sea, from song or  metaphor 


au-contraire
Each wave, a hand spreading wide; chords; chords
Of air, air, air. 
Bore through the gold teared tip
Arpeggio, falsetto, crescendo, manifesto,



 metaphor

That’s seashine, sun and the crescent shore
 cored cored to the core

A wailing

 
I knew the reverie,
 The good wail

Knotted and unknotted;






 
Dog-eared glory and vain and pure -




not
a mist, but a lull and molecules, barnacles and salt-licked hair.

A chord a chord a chord





 decrescendos
unspools.
