The last twilight, with ducklings

Three ducklings, soft furry, yellow,

move without effort across the

seamless water.

No eyes below the water to see their 

small white feathered legs paddle in tandem

pushing the cool water back and back and back,

over and over.

Their hearts beat at cadences soft 

like raindrops falling in the next county.

While here now the sun is dropping toward the 

bottom of the clear sky, lengthening shadows 

on right and left. The sun is about to pass down beyond the 

ocean mountains  before I breathe many times again.

Even as I've written these words, the light has

gotten softer still.  The shadows in this white room

have lengthened

so they fall across the floor.

My hands on the keyboard rest a moment.

My breath goes out, comes back in.

In the pond, the yellow ducklings,

eyes on the ripples directly before them,

glide across the surface - above them a sky

emptying of light, below their moving webbed

feet in tandem flowing through the deepening blue.

