
After the shipwreck 

we swim out further  
   from the current, and I do  
look back—see the ship  
   slip to a whale’s  

moan, the split hull  
   hung like a broken arm  
folded into shadow under  
   my feet, holding  

ash, and blood washes 
   over you, behind us now 
around all us (somewhere)  
   how the filled chamber  

of your mouth 
   goes  
dark.
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