
The Beach 
 
The ocean will stroke you. 
Peering behind clouds, the sun  
is a coaster for your cocktail. 
 
The sand is cremation.  It 
denies recovery of yesterdays 
while inviting you to lie down.  
 
You carry a tattered book.  
Its stained coccyx is evidence 
of reading posture  
and abdominal puddles  
 


