
is a funny word 
spoken so often it is never heard 

we 	 pull on the m2instays and dream 
0: 	the fisn 

their wide eyes almmst human 
in their stru6E le to survive 
themselves 

tLey fail 
and 	 on tne beach a boy wlth a pail 

listens 
and hears none of tGem 
die 

towards the end the blood 
surfaces in foam and begins 
its dance about tne stern 

something we earn 

for such observation 

a little to spurn 

our deadly conversa~ion 


we 	 remind o~rselves of the fun we're hav 
and yank the jib 

we're off 
we're on 
the wront; path 

we must tack to attack 
what we feel 
the cornering wind 
a:,d the scrapine:; of the keel 

',,;e spo:.te 
in the lowest 
of tones 

nothint; 

could do v,'hat 

we've done 


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

c-2-80:. 


