This morning at 11, three fawns

This morning at 11, three fawns walked through the garden on their way south.  Earlier, for a few moments, a long-eared 

rabbit, ears straight up, sat in the tall grass in front of the house and, without moving,  stared out at the ocean.  Jagged black rocks 

sit, largely submerged, just off shore.  Constantly, white foam edges up toward its pointed ridge on top.  Deep blue the water 

and lighter blue the sky.  A deer family walks, then trots up our street, Calle del Sol.  It's nearing noon, and, over the water, fifty 

feet above the black rocks,

black birds in single file fly north. Some flapping, some gliding, sometimes all gliding

at once, twelve in a row.  Later comes five white birds.  Then, in the moving sun’s heat, high in the sky, along the coastline one

seagull flies south, another due north.  The blue waves below flow in and flow out.  The mid-day arrives without thought, without sound.

