As I walk an ancient Path, the tide erases my Footprints.
Cool, wet sand squeezes between my toes.
Its grainy texture massages my tired feet.
There is no occasion for thisjourneg.

Itis mcrelg leisure, but not far from lcgacg.
l\/licl~Ma9 sun warms my 5l<in; Summer is creePing in.
Cirrus clouds wisP above,

Their icy curls Plag no role in the dag’s fair weather.
The saPPI'\ire skg caresses my field of view,
Meeting the warm Gulf waters at the horizon.
| can see to the ends of the Earth!

As | wander, | Ponder;

What tl'n'ngs have come from such a wondrous Place?
Dreams were born, Clarity embraced.

This is the Place where angels bathe and kings goto die.
Serenity is overwhelming.

The waves sing a soft lu”abg, te”ing me stories of times past;
Gentlg rising and Fa"ing, Pu"ingtoward peace.

I now float on the wake of eternitg.

A single bead of sweat rolls over my temple.
Another meets the edge of my liPs.

That bittersweet taste greets my tongue,

Not so different from the bod9 of water in which I've become.
I am one with the sea.
| am outside of time, if on]y for the moment.

And altl'xougl'l I walk alone, lam not.
| feel the life of lives once lived.
I have become part of that which will never be again.

biu bcs; evening sets.
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