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I Stir The Sea With Mighty
Imagery

 


By Barbara M Schwarz

 


A simple allegory : the sea swept
over me in forms of ecstasy - the elemental thrill: negative ions
my heart beat still.

 


For those who live by the sea -
theirs the joy of memory of sweeping each day new - what the clouds
bring to you. Fevered sense now few: the sun that opens to the odd
storm or two.

 


We never can predict which way our
lives will flick and bend but in the sea that never end, the
current of our lives always hypnotise and open up anew, the surge
of freshness coming through.

 


The vastness of the sail - the
simple wind that all impale - a heave and hearty hale to dive just
like the whale. We conjugate our lives with what we energise and
always love to see the rolling waves of energy: a surge and yet a
purge that go beyond the verge of what we saw before when the sea
becomes our shore, and I stir with the sea a mighty destiny of
image fast and free reaching just to be a further wave of energy, a
further crave of memory, but in the dissolution, all waves an
absolution of what came before (that doesn’t matter
anymore).

 


Tales of the past, that’s how you
stir your craft; tales of the present - a pure horizon crescent;
tales of derring-do, the future opened wide and new, to see it as I
do: and let the waves crash over you.

 


On the front upturned: “Breezy fun
day - the wake of the surge (all memory purge)” 2017.
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