                                            A Walk By The Sea

                                        The morning sun sits low in sky.                  
                                        While waking birds begin to fly.
                                        My inward smile, takes in the scene.
                                        Of a calming sea, that’s tinted green.
                                        Whose colors change, as day proceeds.
                                        Perhaps to blue, if sun agrees.

                                       I wonder, if the passersby.
                                       Will notice, colors of the sky.
                                       Or brilliance of the reddish blue.
                                       And how the sun, can change the hue.
                                       While Ospreys fly, so close and low.
                                       To feast upon the fish below.

                                       I wonder if, it’s only me.
                                       That hears the rhythm, of the sea.
                                       That gently eats the grains of sand.
                                       Then puts them back, on to the land.
                                       As if it knows, where they should go.
                                       With music from, the ebb and flow.

                                      Tomorrow all these things may change.
                                      For nature tends to rearrange.
                                      And bring about relentless storms.
                                      That will again, disrupt the norms.
                                      But I shall wait, in eager glee.
                                      To take my walk, down by the sea.
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