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Let me tell you about the sea. 

Let me tell you about the sea. 

The way the sky mutinies and 

the stars leave shimmering 

kisses on a tattooed back. 

Each ship lost in tropical doldrums, 

adrift, dead in the water, 

where cyclones form 

and once cannibals feasted. 

 

While working aloft, 

under a white-knuckled sun, 

I dreamt of inked daughters. 

Is this how Fletcher Christian felt? 

Melville? 

Is this the way to a bread fruit paradise? 

 

Let me tell you about the sea. 

The way it mutinies against the sky, 

swallows the stars 

and washes away an aphotic night. 
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Bioluminescence 

 

The coal of a cigarette 

cupped in mid-air 

on the port bridge wing 

appeared as just another 

star while the ship wedged 

through the ocean 

leaving a frothy glowing 

wake of bioluminescence. 

The frigate become a 

moonless target 

on a dusty sea, 

lost in a decaying orbit 

as if a tin can in space 

like a tin can at sea 

had slipped over the edge. 
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Canadian Tanker Down Chelsea Creek 

 

We watched a Canadian tanker pushed backwards, down  

Chelsea Creek, by a trio of tugboats. 

 

On the tanker’s fo’c’sle lay three boxes of moldy tissues,  

a rusty license plate, a one-pound box of six-penny nails  

and, we later discovered, an address book with only one 

address repeated on each page. 

 

The Flat Earth Society leaving counter-revolutionary  

clues, you said, staking their claim, knowing the tides  

would protest. 

 

Something to do with tectonics and phrenology, 

I said. 

 

Isn’t tectonics phrenology writ planet wide, 

you said. 

 

Yes, the mountains on that plate precipitates criminality,  

I said. The occipital rivers and valleys on another plate  

indicates imbecility. But what about our claim? 

 

I gambled that away, you said. The tides won. The house 

always wins. 

 

We watched the tanker whisper into the fog, riding high,  

heading back north where wild horses run, where the  

glaciers stopped at the edge of the continent, eroded by  

fifty foot tides. 


