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An Poll Gorm / The Blue Hole

The Atlantic agrees the cement wall
only if, twice a day, by appointment,
it gets to roughhouse and tousle it,
pretending to hold it under and then,
all kindness, just at the last minute,
letting it up to grab at air, then lull.

Which is where I come in, over the rocks,
bringing my one and only body to a pool
barely brimming the visible wall

that promises to play nice with me,

all the sea’s knots unknotted,

all its quarrels quelled.

First the squall of skin and sea then,
gently, I quiet to its quiet, begin

to feel as though my life thus far,

every second of it, is what’s under me,
keeping me up, and my future, a life-mask
of sky fitted, weightless, to my face.

I stay in until the water tires of me, climb
out into a day along the spine of which

I’ll find myself licking salt from my forearm
so that my tongue is stars in darkness,

my mind a fossil in gaunt sun, losing

less than I thought, growing old.

Inner Space
n. — the environment beneath the surface of the sea

A chance remark, something of nothing,

a car slowing on the road at my door,

the way you think it’s in the past and then
and then away I go on a cormorant dive
down through the foam of an afternoon,
through whatever current slaps dabberlock,
bladderwrack or a mermaid’s purse of words,
unwords and stingy silence any-which-way
against my foolish skin. Down past questions
with flotsam answers I can’t quite get a hand
to. Down past wave upon wave of longing,
through the deeps of what there’s no time for,
past sunlight suturing its own every last gape.
Down through the roar an ocean clenches tight
as a stiletto. Down to a blackness so entire

I think I’m standing, eyes closed, in the yard
in August, held tilted back to the Pleiades

so every firing Yes drops in my mouth

and I rise to it, cormorant hell-bent on sky
with a little fish tucked by me in its beak.
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Imagine the Atlantic as an Artist

stowing a lost gold ring
under layers of ochre, bisque and buff

so you can’t see sight nor sign of it
for sand.

She rinses her brushes, washes her hands,
rubs a finger where a ring could be,

thinks how she made gold out of nothing,
then made gold disappear.

for Eve

Imagine the Atlantic as a Poet

finding in the scribble of boats on a deep blue page
lines that could just as well be letters,

letters that could just as well be a word,

a word that could just as well be a promise
windblown as spindrift.
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