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Blind Date at Slap Sea 

A pasry postman delivers the letter 
Smudged ink on blue line paper, l imagine. 
Marry me, marry me, marry me ... 

She cracked her head on S:tndy pavement that night 
On the first of May, her purse snagged 
le-•ving a strapping bruise ... 

It wa.� a simple rendezvous s,md, sea and wine 
Just a seven year old boy brought along to their blindfold dare 
H,s seven, quiet kid, rlon'r worry abo111 him-they drank, he sat, they laughed. 

He stared at the dusk beach ... 
An agate ocean licking at a vast flat darkening mouch, 
With fat tourists in s1rained chon� and crab cake sandals 

Thronging along the Aegean shore they glance at me waters, 
Future postcards 10 mail ro the kids. 
They polyglot and stumble as some hold hands and others grab asses. 

Above the waves. J sec the cold water grey trident with a speared sq11id. 
lis cada,•er tentacles hanging like wet cor<ls from the spikes as 
£irene, 1he daughter or Coral Cod Poseidon, rises from sea ro beach ... 

And water scales off of her as she stops to ponder how 
She's going to car her evening meal: raw or sautCcd? 
Striding off. kicking up sand. she leaves rhe scene ... 

My rnothcr's rendezvous with the oil skinned man goes well 
UnciJ hours latte she won\ pot ouc for him-he slaps her co rhe ground and 
B<:ating me down, runs off with her pearl clasped purse-

Leaving her to cry, on skinned knees. embracing me for saving l1er­
A slash or blood on my scalp and I imagine the lerrer that arranged 
My estranged pa1-em's marriage and Eire11e chewing on a tentacle. 
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