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Early in the morning I walked by the seashore 
Looking, like thousands before me

We were wet Mart to Touched my eyes.
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And then, in a fucus-filled tide pool,
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Were the sixth day.

to break the monotony!

We were not meant to 
play cat in the night, 
nosing aside mussed sheets 
and spoiling empties; 
relying on our fur 
to keep the sun away--

spectre on curbstone, 
blasted by cold stringy 
eyeprying light; 
starting and snuffing 
and watching our whiskers 
turn to dead hands.

Joseph Sherman

The •■scWery $awdptp#rs

The beech today and I 
walking along the violent edge 
building a wall of sand 
just for fun

the waves will come I know

the waves will come
and a million tiny footprints
will be washed to sea
and 0 if not for the multitude
of invisible prints made
by the unassuming sandpipers

I would really be alone.
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Tree love

The sun rises on her face 
and I am engulfed 
in a growing aura of radiance 
and she beckons
stronger, still stronger, love

strong 3S to rnflk® 
me patiently wait 
to see the sunset 
on her breasts.

With sudden terror
so

John Blaikie/
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The tree plorter:V
V of the sewseitUellhe hm (t« these It's funny what the sun can do!

A man sitting on a wagon 
rough sun-dead face
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Uke that other fellow who drove the tractor. 
Everymorninghe climbed tot etrue 
tossing his dog and his lunch
into the back 
with equal celebration.

Z the lobes of his bUck rimmed^
He died about seven years before 
But it hasn't affected his voice.

John Blaikie

s,

spthem.

LT 53& ^ my «-

Sa«KSS-i-*--
zxæst&æ
the trees are still bare but 
look ready for surprises and 
italways happens every year 
that i am surprised to see 
them when they are suddenly 
filled out like something 
which shouldn't happen but 

does

i think its done on purpose

mud and grass and sand is
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as if
they've been
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yes i the dirty finger

feel that i should miss the season just gone 

over my shoulder 
but do not

sncMook forward to summer
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2S ill cell anything to survive

i don't take the seasons lightly
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In church 
the priest stands
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and I hope (or pray) 
that the Lord 
would let him sway 
as much as to allow
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