Blackfish                                              
Bagged in a purse-seine,

net worth of millions;

dry-docked, greased in lanolin

and under way.

An Arctic mass of great waters 

shrinks to a tepid box of blue glare

with a phantom pulsed call;

where open sea is a closed memory of hurts ‒

a wishful coldness of herring-filled brine. 
Come dine with Shamu as he flips

in this landlocked seaworld

paradox of gutted treats for tricks

and starved for flubs.

Steal the show from seals,

notwithstanding your dorsal droop.

Shiny aquabat jumps through hoops,

arcs for his preceptress;

hauls out over the edge and drops a curtsy;

stoops to the throng's applause.

At close quarters

press against the slab of pane  

a palm-offered orison to a lost horizon.

Face the raked bull orc's blunt ache, 

of gnawn metal nubby-toothed 

stone-mad grin.

Blood floods the tank when impulse   

turns him to sudden tub-thumper.

Locked in with all the wrongs and shut off

he makes his own waves,

avulses a scalp from the rubber. 
Out to stud, a snake of rod

sniffs out the hot-water-filled

cow's vagina.

Bottle the genome, 
bank the white gold

as he lies dead-alive in the world,

but not of it, fed on stiff morsels. 

Watch him pass the time in watertightness 
collecting ulcers in a hot gutsack,
his logging as still

as play dead and then imagine it.
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