Salt Water Redemption
By Christine Goetz

Wallowing in the mire of my mind;
 then startled by the ocean’s call;
 it was your voice;
 engulfing me in a mysterious pall.

I betook my soul,
 to the beckoning shore;
 begging for some viable sign;
 To God, I did, implore.

But the sky was battleship gray;
 clouds, angry mountains,
 o’er the horizon of the bay.
Gusts blowing, sandblasting my face;
 pulverized shells pelting my legs;
 torturing emotions;
 forthwith, a moonscape of waste.

Salt stinging my eyes;
 and the sea did roar.
Waves platooning to the beach;
 frothing arms clawing;
 the heaving breach;
and the sea did roar.

Hypnotizing swell;
 inviting, penetrating, the barrier;
 sea birds squawking and diving;
 terns, snipes, gulls and harriers.

Sea roaring,
 wind whipping;
 surrendering body and soul;
 sanity delightfully slipping. 

Stepping into wild maelstrom;
 yielding to Poseidon’s allure;
 enveloping my presence;
 enchanting and soothing,
 that ocean I wore.

Tides devouring;
 undertow embracing;
 lungs collapsing;
 thoughts fragment, wasting.

Sensations of floating,
 life drifting away;
 nothingness, nothingness;
 at last, at last, out of the fray.

Thou cast me forth;
 trembling, gasping for air;
 from the grip of purgatory or Hell;
 a guardian enigma cared.

Stars twinkling, in the ebony sky;
 no wind, no breeze, just a gentle sigh.
Battle,
 a draw;
 cannot relate what I saw.

The call of the ocean;
 mimicking your voice;
 urging life over death;
 making the consecrated choice.

Keeping your love alive;
 in the chalice of my heart;
 and your name on my lips,
 until,
 it is my time to depart.
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