Into the Eight Directions (Octopus Mom)
Lizard: the brooch on the garden.
– Ramón Gomez de la Serna
& the jewels escape from a mother who will give birth, tend thousands of eggs, turn gray and die. Not unlike the nets of gems & honeysuckle appearing spontaneous in the backyard, under a buddha’s feet and out the wombs of octopus mom  ensconced in a den of concrete, bricks & rocks deep under the surface of the Sound.
                                                       Thousands of eggs laid, tended seven months  latticed into egg chains & attached to the roof of a den off Alki. Eggs groomed in bubbles  kept free from predators, bacteria and algae   teardrop eggshape saffron-yellow gorged on yolk.  Two maybe three live. The octopus den mom won’t eat, blows oxygen-rich water against the eggs, blows them out of the den when time and grays til death.
              Under the Sound too’s a garden, extends throughout ten directions with opals and jade  bull kelp and otters   phytoplankton & hermit crabs urchins & bloodstars. Proportionlessness tips of octopus suckers contain myriad universes  extend into ten dimensions, turn gray and remember the gravity of emptiness after four short years.

                   Octopus mother

          we feel your courage above all sounds 

pass on the calamari.
1:37P – 6.22.11
http://seattletimes.nwsource.com/html/fieldnotes/2015374366_video_eight-armed_moms_give_their_all_in_puget_sound.html
