The Invitation

That Monday morning

When flakes of snow became

Drizzles of sleet

And all was white

Against the dark of dawn

Lingering into a day

Shrouded, heavy, gray

I had to leave

The warmth of home

For I was drawn to the sea

The road was choked

By slabs of mottled marble

So I trudged a mile, or more

Encumbered by boots, 

Propelled  forward by the camera 

Hanging heavy from my neck

Compelled by the

Nor’Easter’s push of tide

Against pull of earth

To attend a private viewing

The panorama unfolded

Replenishing my fuel 

With an infusion of power,

Unrestrained

Walls of waving majesty

Intruding the horizon

The ocean’s upchucked debris

Of man-made dune, strewn

Fences like feathers, indefensible 

Against fury unfurled

Drawn closer to the edge

Where the steps used to be 

When the beach

Was replete with the excess

Of a summer, planned

To provide plenty for the plentiful

The edge now a precipice

Gorged by each mighty roll of

Rage from the abyss

That issued my invitation

At the very edge, I stared ahead

Into the belly of the wave

I raised my eyes, mesmerized

Foamy tresses swaying with

The slate gray green

Concave claw of thunder

Wrenching dune from ground

Pummeling substance to substrate

Spraying its spew so I tasted salt

I RSVP’d my regrets

Not today, nor tomorrow

But when the time is right

It’s an open invitation, another option,

To tumble head first 

Into the swirling stew

A roaring bedlam to suffocate

Screams of gratitude

An accident, of course

As Neptune, himself

Accepts my reply, with pleasure
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I stared

Into the

Belly of a breaker

I looked up 

To see tresses of 

White ringlets

Hanging down

A concave mosaic

Of gray and green

A thunderous claw

Wrenching

Dune from ground

Pummeling

Substance to substrate

Spraying its spew

As brine

Encrusted my lips

Like the rim of a

Bloody Mary

In a virgin glass

I RSVP’d

My regrets

Not today, 

Not the time

But an open

invitation

To take 

The easy way out

A little tumble

Head over heels

Into the swirling

Brown stew, a roaring bedlam

To drown the cry

Of my grateful reply

Accepted 

By Neptune, himself, 

With pleasure

