We meet by the water

We meet by the water, 

the wild rabbits and we, 

the wild rabbits and deer, 

the deer and we.

I stand by the door of the deck.

They stand in the side yard.

We meet by the water.   The 

wild rabbit comes up on his 

haunches, cocks his head, 

and, very still, looks out at the water. 

The deer, usually in small families,

come slowly along, walking together. 

One will look up from the grass, look out at the water rippling.   The wild rabbits more often appear alone.    Thin white foam rises at the place 

where the ocean meets the sand,   then long barely rolling, waving blue out to the horizon, glittering, then the blue of the sky up and up from there.  

This morning is calm.

The wavelets are small. 

White birds wing north.

 Today, I’m watching alone

