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s ,.Cream clmfd horizon. %)cean’s
~ titanium heave and thrust.
- Gulls wind-skate, wheel
- and screech on a tight corner
. of Wihd—spirits So eerie,
we never see them.
And the sea. ; l;ﬁ"?d?éws fré’aith 4;
and sla s its tur(ﬁse hid
to froth.The beach a boy’s ;9‘- }
bag of marbles shpp g . ‘. ;
-3 into a fathoxk dream, /
% 'desper'gte to rejoln " z *
the disembodied orld.

And all it can leave behind
| h 1 are baubles of kelp—
at Qm e S 4 aqua-green eyes gone blind.
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