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unveiling this moment
ocean – sand – sun sky –
all elements condensed inside
the staring of my eyes –

more grains of sand than people
with horizons blurred in trees
melting to horizon lines
of ships and sails and breeze –

the living panoramic tides
find me at their core
with every breath a story
that has never been before –

there’s shapes that spike the skyline
like talismans in space 
with geese pacing the shoreline	
and winds that spell my face –

i am the living centre
reflected inside out
creator and created
inside each living breath.
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