The years








to Polly


The sun lowers soft yellow toward
the glowing waves.  Clear blue water
flows up the sand, covers my feet,
ice cold, flows back away with a

hiss.  The name of every grain of sand
is in gravity's open mouth.
Thin sweating runners sprint
along the beach, carrying black

batons, picking up speed as they pant
toward the Northern horizon.
The faster the sun goes down,
the darker it gets, the faster they run.

