Ocean Tides

A warm breeze stirs

Memories of banana scented groves

Deep blue skies

And the gentle rhythms of the waves

Close to the shore

The water comes

Seeking to cover the sands

With their wet foam

Coming and going

One is not sure when or where

The water hits

But when it does

Grains of sand 

Fall away, shaken by

The liquid release 

Of Nature’s raw power

Shy by day

The waves only tense with

Soft fingers that lazily caress

Whispering promises

Commanding by night

The moon rides the ocean

Deep into the tense interior

Moving fast ... and then slow

The shore surrenders

Giving in to the growing tide

That wets the sands

Over and over again

Only the white foam

And wet sand 

Remind us of 

A rhythm as old as time

