Eye of the Storm, or Where

The intervening decades drop away

And | and you are young. But are young where?
Youth has its venues; age is anywhere:

The clinic, supermarket, shopping mall.

In adolescence place was Hotel Row

Along the Gulf. The Mafia's discreet
Broadwater Beach; the local favorite

The Buena Vista; Budget Alamo,

Our base. Sunburn and rum drinks, roulette, slots.
Courtyards with artificial Spanish Moss.

Named hurricanes have altered all of that,

And from the smart, good-looking teen you were
Their wake has seen you turn to what is known,
For lack of better term, as "family man."

(Not that we'd have you any other way)

I? Let's just say | do not gather moss.

But as the ebbing tide quits step by step

The seawall, and on Highway 90 cross
Unstoppably the drunk pedestrians,

It's once again Spring 1948,

Our so to say high school Fort Lauderdale,

Or rite of passage still on hold. The sea,

As has been said, is everywhere the sea;

A beach is sand fee simple, and for me

Is time-specific. Always you that year.



