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The Shofar on the Shore

Praise the Lord with kinnor;

sing unto him with nebel and asor.
[...]He gathereth the waters

of the sea together, as an heap:

he layeth up the depth in storehouses.
Psalm 33.2, 7

The ebbing tide has pencilled

a long stave on the shore.

It's spangled with jumbled notes:
shards of jade green beach glass,
finely polished shingle

and cabochon brick chips.

An indigo crab chela

doubles as bass clef

for the hissing breeze

that blows into dust-laden
tusk shells — they're wreckage
from an ancient orchestra

Of asors and hanging harps.

The wind blasts a long tekiah
without reverberation: the billows
respond by chanting a prayer

in some bygone language

That summons a lotus-shaped
jellyfish to the sea surface

and chisels a tangled arabesque
into the cliffs. No one else is here
to witness such miracles

being blasted by the sands of time.



