DEVILFISH GREY

Ocean abyss mysteriously blue

Lurk wondrous creatures

Some remarkably huge

Bulls cows calves

No meadows

Don’t graze on the grass

Communication sonar

No radio masts

Survived the slaughter

Blood thirsty past

1854

Commodity hunted in vast

Captains sailors chartered seas

Harpoon boats white horses

Gallop across theses seas

Devilfish Grey hiding

In the depths of the sea

Sooner or later

They will have to surface to breathe

Coughing action blowing out air

Heart shape vapours resembling fireworks

Exploding in mid air

Terror in blood orange eyes looking to escape

You can see the mirrored reflection in their eyes

Of these

Harpoon stakes
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