SPRING TIDE

Againand againwhen Jambroken

my thought comes on you when you wer e young,
and theincomprehensibleoceanfills

with floodtideand a thousand sails.

Theshoreof troubleishidden
withitsreefsand thewrack of grief,
and the unbreaking wave strikes
about my feet with asilken rubbing.

Howdid the springtide not last,

the springtidemore goldento methantothebirds,
and howdid 1 loseitssuccour,

ebbing drop by drop of grief?
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