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Ocean
The scream
Of the unforgiving wind howls in my ears

Merciless waves, slap sharply against my bare legs
Light sea spray showers my face and hair

The dark, swirling colors of the blackened sun
Dance before my gleaming eyes

The tide is high and rough
Dark pink clouds surf the setting sky
The raging ocean puts a forceful spell upon me

I cannot move or talk,
Not feel or hear,
| just see,
The never ending puzzle before my eyes,
The puzzle of the evening sea.



