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The Strand
Was it five stones

   that we threw

to the lagoon,
   to learn of how our lives

could keep on touching

   even as we disappeared?

And did the thin jets overhead

   point their three bony shadows
towards the dark spot 

   in the water

for a reason?

I was Paula home in Ireland,

   you were Theo on the sea,

and my computer

   only found you

as a white dot

   in a black world

of white rings.

Was it the kraken

   that most scared you,

or the maelstrom,

   or the deep hurting urge

to hurl your hatreds

   like a stone from a sling

into the midst of the whirlpool?

And I can see those fighter planes.

   I can see those fighter planes.

Remember, from the plane,
   the desert cities

I described as 
   spirograph desert cities
in a song I called 
   armageddon days?

It was the seventh angel

   who poured his vial into the air,

and did we know

   what our stones

in the lagoon

   had conjured up?

A plague of hailstones

   trailing feathers

made of lead dust?

I can see those fighter planes.

   And I can see those fighter planes.
Author's Notes:
— The title of this poem was inspired in part by "Turkish Song of the Damned", a song by The Pogues:
Did you keep a watch for the dead man's wind

Did you see the woman with the comb in her hand

Wailing away on the wall on the strand

As you danced to the Turkish Song of the Damned
— The characters of "Paula" and "Theo" in stanza three have as their source Theo Dorgan's novel Sailing For Home
— The fourth stanza owes some of its imagery and language to Jules Verne's novel 20,000 Leagues Under The Sea:
"He had not finished the words, when we heard a crashing noise, the bolts gave way, and the boat, torn from its groove, was hurled like a stone from a sling into the midst of the whirlpool."

— The couplets in stanzas five and eight have as their source "Bullet the Blue Sky," a song by U2:
And I can see those fighter planes 

And I can see those fighter planes 

Across the mud huts as the children sleep 

Through the alleys of a quiet city street

— The sixth stanza references "Armageddon Days," a song by Preacher Boy:
Spirograph desert cities

turn every geometric cheek

against the dusky affections

of a dying spider's creek

— The second-to-last stanza owes some of its imagery and language to the King James Version of The Holy Bible, Revelations 16:17:

"And the seventh angel poured out his vial into the air; and there came a great voice out of the temple of heaven, from the throne, saying, it is done." 
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