
Tremble, sea, tremble 
Joel Kady 

I feel wind of frothing tides slimming sand beams 
Sifting through musk and grain. 
Wiping window fog and glum rain, 
I glimpse 
In throngs 
Blunted boulders hedging throbbing lighthouses 
Burning peppered mist 
For salted fishers. 
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