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the flocks of the moon
All sea things move to music, and all seas 
Move to the moon, the queen of silence.
From intertidal rockpool sparkling 
With children's laughter to the abyss 
Lit only by the electric pangs 
Of writing monsters.
Phosphorescent eyes
That tell darkness from darkness
And know no other light.
From the stingbull in the seaweed 
And the flowering flesh 
Of the tender sea-anemone 
To the archaic coelecanth 
Armoured against extinction.
All sea things are the moon's flock, and she 
Their shepherdess. Her silent music moves 
Frond, fin.
Tentacle, tendril.
Tail, scale, all
Their finery, their lithe
Glittering grace, the gliding dance.
The dolphin's ballet, the sudden silver fanfare 
Of flying fish, the whale's plume,
The flash of mackerel, the stately saraband 
Of the swaying weeds, curtesying at ebbtide 
Deeply, down to the wet sand.
She moves the waves, and stirs those lowest depths 
Where all the lies that sailors tell are true.
There is no end to her wonders 
Yet all are so frail, so frail.
The earth spills poison.
Cities vomit filth.
Soon it may be too late.
The flocks of the moon all die.
Her dancers rot.
Her music vain.
Still she will drag the dead weight of the tides.
No longer an enchantress but a drudge.
An old crazed witch with a blank face 
Who will curse to kill.
And you too will die.
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