
White Sand

J Newman

White sand,

Footsteps from my past.

Black rocks,

Burnt from the ages.

Water blue clarity,

Deep as memory.

Spiral stillness,

Slow time.

“The Seal” by J Newman

With skin oily gray,

He plays with the sea.

Barely visible on the surface,

Nothing more than a tiny head.

Solitary but surely not alone.

In a moment, he vanishes.

To that other world.

Swallowed by the sea.

Invisible to the seeing eye, but still there.

Only to return, 

When the next visitor arrives.

“Little Lamb” by J Newman

Little lamb, white with black stockings.

Come to the fence and give us a kiss.

Before you become one of those “happy” ones on the hotel menu.

Or grow into a sheep, get a name, jump over a fence, and into a freezer.  

Maybe soon but not today.

For that grass at your feet must be magical.

No challenge too much to endure.

Kneel, crawl on front legs if only for one more bite.

Whatever it takes.

Anything to save energy for that last leap.

“Bubbles” by J Newman

In the dark, I wait.

Praying for the start of the day.

Without form.

Invisible for now.

A shake here, a twist there.

A new beginning.

I climb aboard the Holy Grail with the others.

And prepare for the journey.

Destination unknown.

With the wind at my back, I scream.

If only for a moment, I find myself.

Round and plump.

Refracting all color.

I’m free.

“Long Boat” by J Newman

They came by long boat, oars proud.

Bearing their King.

Wrapped in his clan’s wool.

On strong shoulders,

Body and soul.

Cutting winds, sharp with sadness.

Deep waters, icy heart.  

Did not stop them.

A seagull’s cry followed to the sacred place.

Angry swells turned calm at land’s end.

In a conch-shaped bay, the long boat dragged ashore. 

Jagged rocks carved by time,

Marked the place.

At journey’s end,

Returned whence he came.

