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Blue sun in sunken skies
the sea sharpens to the shape
of Shark off the west coast  
of Australia.
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With black tips on his fins
and the space between stars in his eyes
ask — where is he going,
ask — what does he want?
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This reef-watcher, jewel-guarder
will tell you he’s lost —
lost in a place where the land pours
sand from an outstretched hand.
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He’s too close to shore
and when a boat drops a net
like the lines on a globe
he opens a tunnel
of bubbles and light and

swim, Shark, SWIM!


