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Sudden tsunami,

This long expected great ocean blaze...

The surf is flames, Davy, but nothing burns

Save for fever.  

Where it's breaking is the dousing

In an aria of sheets going over

Completely white-tipped.

Stunning, Howard, that salve is

Absolute, Frank, for sores which tongues,

Tears, try as they might, could not wash away

The salty crusts of.

Now, post-flood, a supreme calm

Is clean purity over trials of your last brave nights,

& our days are such new sons, new daughters

to name.  Strange that Mother Earth, Father Time

orphans the parents as lovers asunder via the sickness

which smashes & smashes the shape of our whole coast.

Taking form again here is the survival of wash ashores

Yet we do it Dave, Howard, Frank, for the memory

Of love's sake too tidal for anything else.  
