
Hurricane 
A n d there the sea chewed 
soap-toothed, ragged as humbuckers 
through Marshall stacks, sloshing 
near the C A S H O N L Y booth 
we hunkered in , plywood and tin 
in front of Pop's Souvenirs. 

"My God , " 
I prayed to h im, "Surfs up . " Salt 
spotted plexiglass. My voice kazooed 
in the resonant box. But the O l d M a n 
forgave. Seeing the gray foam 
curl ing, we knew we'd lost the Fair 
on the belly-pale thigh of beach, 
the Harley. 

A n d would we be forgotten? 
A n d what, what i f the moon rose? 
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