Ocean Views

a.) a new way of keeping time

 

            the day after I dreamed of you

 

            grey, shell-less beach

            ocean without sound

            ocean ocean ocean

            shh shh shh

 

            stiff-legged shorebirds

            feasting— the burrowing crabs—

            this new way of keeping time:

 

            ocean etches shell

            that once held a living thing

            in its clasped, alabaster palms,

            now opened,

            worn down, and empty

 

            time hollows sand from the vessel.

 

            oh ovary

            oh ocean

 

b.) meeting my family

 

            I dreamed:

            I brought my mother

            to see 

you, 

            mother of pearl

            unbroken sand dollar,

 

            but you and your other lover

            were sleeping

            behind

 

            the black-tongued doorway

            of an unfamiliar house

            both drunk

            both

            from the same cup

 

c.) separate from me

 

            my vagina

            parted from myself

            by an ocean of belly-skin

 

            the labia, feathered out

            like the fronds of a living barnacle

            open

            closed

 

            this curious creature, 

                                                born free-floating

            has latched itself 

            onto my pubis

            and calls out

 

d.) to the tide rolling in

 

            surrounding the black rock

            rising up

            a great Silverback in the jungle of the Pacific.

 

            The word means peace

            nature’s great paradox.

 

            Peaceful is

            not the same as cold

            our great, dead, cold

            sea.

