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is a funny wora
sporken so often 1t is never heard

we pull on the m=ainstays ancd dream
or the fisn
their wide eyes almmst human
in thelr struggle to survive
themselves

trney fail

and on tne beach a boy with a pail
listens
and nears none of tuaem
die

towards the ena the bplood
surfaces in foam and vegins
its dance about tne stern

something we earn

for such observation

a little to spurn

our deadly conversation

we remind ourselves of the fun we're having
and yank the jibpo
we'lre off
we're on
the wrong path
we must tack to attack
whal we feel
the cornering wind
and the scraping of the «eel

we Spoxe

in the lowes?t

of tones
nothing
could do what
we've done

in ports all over the world tnere are men
who are ready to do it again
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