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1
WHERE WOULD I LIKE TO GO?

You 

ask where I would like to go.

Swim in the tropics? 

Play in the snow?

I

would like to dive  Cancun,

study old temples 

and walk the beach

in the moon 

Or 

go off to the desert

to capture some snakes,

look at the cactus 

as we walk 

the dry lakes.

Or 

look at the flowers

as we  walk  through a park,

hear rippling water 

and the song of the lark.

Or 

off to the north and the Eskimo

where the caribou wander

and there is plenty of snow.

I'm peripatetic 

but you must understand

I won't go anyplace 

I can't hold your hand.
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Beach Boardwalk

Bright water, white foam.

Hot sun and waving sea oats.

Saltwater marsh grass.

A silent boardwalk provides quick

passage from bathhouse to beach.

NIGHT ON A TROPICAL BEACH

A no moon sky 

with pale clouds drifting by

while bright stars twinkle.

Polaris is too far north to be seen

The sea is phosphorescent.

Waves break in a flashing crescent 

and the beach seems to faintly glow 

in the star shine to the edge

of water's dark, dark green.

A cruise ship with a million lights

passes silently like a blight

on the far, dark horizon.

 A Black Skimmer glides by

calling to the warm-cool breeze.

In the distance, hotels fight the nights

all show red aircraft hazard lights.

A ghostly couple passes,

an apparition framed 

against the pitch-black sky and sea. 
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MORNING ON CANCUN BEACH

It’s light enough to see a couple walking hand in hand

and kicking an impertinent wave.

A sliver moon is talking 

to the sun still behind the horizon in night’s cave.

A lone pelican cruises the surf

while two Tropicbirds circle for altitude.

A weak sun peeks through thin clouds to see who is on its turf.

The pelican crashes into the sea and surfaces with a pouch of food.

A bright orange sun disc

burns through the scud

and the orange suns reflection

appears upon the choppy flood

silhouetting the lone pelican.

Cancun Sand

The beach is all public - yea!!

and I jog on the coraline sand

that doesn't get hot in the sun.

The sand is a cool, hard pavement under the retreating wave.

Just above this narrow strip of sand,

is a soft slurry like fresh cement.

As the water drains the sand is cool and crisp like fresh meringue.

This gradually dries

to loose blowing sand.

I guess I jog differently.
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CROWN OF THORNS I

Crown of Thorns!

Acanthaster!

Reefs all gone, man cries

"Disaster!"

"Not to worry," sings the sea

"No hurry.  Time is the Master."

CROWN OF THORNS II

Crown of Thorns 

Typhoon spawned

Nurtured by high island rains

vanishes into the reef

Five years of rest and privacy

prepares it to burst onto the scene

en masse to devour the reef

and disappear.

Pacific atolls have Acanthaster

but not the hungry herds

that devours a dozen species of coral

like on high islands.

A reef of dead white stony coral skeletons

is not a pleasant sight but

on inspection only a few species dominate.

Recolonization restores diversity and health.

5

Tropical Fisherman

A lone fisherman,

his brown body burned darker yet by the sun

bare footed,

in shorts and New York Jets T-shirt.

He walks the beach in the false dawn

with a castnet

draped over his left shoulder

at the ready.

Two quick steps into the surf

and the shapeless net

springs like a snake

It’s large, round mouth biting the sea.

Net sounds -

a small thunk of weights 

thrown hard at the water,

a slerissh sound as the netting 

cuts the surface

and a quiet hiss tiny bubbles breaking.

Restrained by the rope on his wrist 

the net settles.

Retrieved, the net contains silver flashes

in the folds of the net.

The fisherman is silently thankful for the 

bounty and beauty of the sea .
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Kenai Shells

A few shells on the beach

Most would come from the trawlers

beached for the winter

but they usually just keep the fish and crabs

Arctic Noon

I stepped out for lunch


into the late September



Anchorage sun

and found


my shadow



3 o'clock long

but pointing north

SEA LION PUP

On the dark rocky beach at La Push

lay a four month old sea lion pup.

Forty pounds of dirty white fur

with black spots and large dreamy eyes

she helplessly watched the beach

waiting for night, the tide, and Mom

to return.
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WINNIPEG RIVER: 

SUMMER SOLSTICE SUNRISE

On the Winnipeg River it was light at four  

The horizon was broken with trees.

The sun rose at Oh Five Ten

ushered in by a swift, cool breeze.

Half the river was a mirror

that reflected the rising sun.

The other half was covered with ripples,

the breeze was having fun.

Herring gulls called

 and the breeze disappeared.

 The sky turned pink then yellow then blue.

The longest day of the year had dawned.

Half the solar year was through.
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AN HOUR ON A BEACH ON GUAM

The beach looks inviting from the cliff line


light tan and 


cool, bluegreen water


over patches of sand


dark green water over rocks and beds of grass.

I ask a favor of the spirits of the wind and water


and the tautaumonas


and the dwendies


to be allowed to


visit this beach and remember this hour.

The tide has turned, ebbing.  The waves 


begin to break over the reef.


Water over the reef decreases


and the advancing waves seem to trip


over the reef as they talk quietly with the wind.

The trade winds, blowing lightly make short-lived lines


of white foam


on the crest


of low swells


on the beautiful blue Philippine Sea.

The sea beyond the reef is a marvelous


bright, living blue


reflecting the clear blue sky


or dark grayblue


when brief clouds cover the hot tropical sun.

Wavelets of the ebbing tide fall further and further 


from my feet


and retreat,


not angry, but


promising to return on the turning of the tide.

The hammer of the waves leaves the tan sand smooth,


pounded flat by the wavelets


that marked the high tide


with a line of shells and coral


and small clumps of seaweed and flotsam.
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Above this driftline the sand is loose


and tracked by the wind,


etched by dragging grass blades 


and feet of small beach crabs


in the sugary crust formed by drying spray.

Beach morning glory and salt resistant grass


stabilize the sand


for the moment.


The light breeze


writes friendly letters to the sun and moon.

A lone coconut tree offers shade on the hot sand.


A light breeze lifts


coconut leaves and 


makes a hollow, rustling 


that rattles faster when the breeze freshens.

In my hand lay a small, transparent creature


that had lived


in the seaweed


and rode the waves


to become stranded on the beach.

The creature lies quietly, then 


SNAP!!


An electric spark


seems to burn my hand,


a pistol shrimp disappears back into the sea.

I sit on the sand in the sun among


fallen filaments of coconut fronds,


roots of beach morning glories,


and broken sea shells and 


watch convective clouds form on the horizon.

A small black ant crawls through the forest of hair


on my forearm


and emerges


from the jungle


back on the  sand of the beach.
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A larger light brown ant explores my pants


then over my belly


and ribs before


rejoining his comrades


in their endless search for food.

A small tan spider, almost invisible against the sand,


scurries across the sand


then stops at my outstretched  foot


then scurries off


disappearing each time it stops.

A stray breeze carelessly plays


with the hair on my arm


and the hair on my leg


and nuzzles


the hair on the small of my back.
Young wavelets play at breaking on the beach


seeming to shout



"There's a surfer on my back."


or "I'm a storm wave crashing."


like children at cops and robbers.

The sun is bearing down hot like a charcoal iron 


but a sun shower


interrupts and deposits


three drops on my left leg,


one drop on each foot,


and five drops on my right shoulder.

The shower and cloud are gone.  A cool breeze rushes


to erase all traces


of the water droplets


now gone but for 


the fleeting cool spots


 where they fell.

It is time to leave this ever-changing but changeless scene.


brush the sand


from my bare legs


and hands and clothes


and thank the beach gods


for the honor or this visit.
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Down the beach a sprouting coconut lies half buried


with its second leaf


beginning to unfurl.

At the base of the cliff


is the remains of a WWII Japanese


gun emplacement

This war relict, looking lost in this time and place,

 
constructed of cemented boulders and


still showing the wood grain 


of its concrete forms

It now has in its field of fire American and Japanese

 
children playing in the trees 


and the living beach.

Away from the permanent change of the sea 


and the temporary insults of Man.


Its black, rectangular gun port, slowly eroding,


peers myopically


from the base


of the cliff


unnatural and formal


in this natural tropical jungle setting.

Another sunshower speeds me on my way,


away from the sound


of the waves


and wind




Carl Lahser, July 1982
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Personal Observations on not Snorkeling

for Several Years

Years ago I would slip on worn Levi’s,

a sweat shirt, mask, snorkel and tennis shoes

and snorkel for hours.

I could free dive to 35 feet and stay down for two minutes.

Today I found that if I could see it

I couldn't reach it

and I could not distinguish  what I picked up.

I could not stay down a whole minute.

My ears hurt below ten feet.

My legs told me about an hour of flippering was enough.

I may be getting old

but I prefer to think

I'm just out of practice.
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MAÑANA TEA

"Cafe, Senior?"

"Hot tea, please."

"Que?"

"Una taza de te caliente, por favor."

"Oh. Si, Senior.  Right away."

Hot water arrives but no tea.

Time passes.

"Mozo, por favor."

"Senior?"

"Traigame una taza de te.?"

"Si. Si.  Right away."

The water is like warm when the tea bag arrives.

"Mozo, por favor."

"Senior?'

"Traigame una taza de aqua caliente?"

"Que?" 

"I want hot tea, dammit!"

"Oh. Si, Senior.  Right away."

He brings me a cold beer with a sly grin.

"Salute.  And to Hell with the tea."

Lagoon Evening

Waiting for the lobster to cook

we watched the sun set 

behind the mangrove trees

in a short burst of color.

A silver sliver moon

who trailed the sun by two hours

reflected off the lagoon

framed first by the orange glow,

then by the black of night.

Two moons and 

pina coladas

on Cozumel.

Memories are painted just so.
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Five Egrets

It was evening by the pool

at the Cancun Clipper Club and

a full moon claimed the sky.

Pool and hotel lights

softly lit the scene

with flitting reflections.

Five egrets spooked from the lagoon

flew over the pool

white against the sky challenging the moon.

Tropicbird

a white-tailed Tropicbird rides

on thermal air currents.

scarcely moving it glides.

a long, forked tail

streaming out behind it chides

a Cuban fishing boat for

belching diesel smoke.

THE TROPICBIRD AND THE MOON

The

afternoon

moon

was two days from full and three hours out of the sea

when a Tropicbird

with long, forked tail

and coal black wings

gliding,

gliding,

    flew            over


 the                     moon.

                                                _
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TYNDALL BEACH

 IN LATE SUMMER:

 SCENES for a NATURALIST


Setting:    Predawn through sunset and 
into the night, a day on the beach at 
Tyndall AFB. This beautiful sandy shell beach is located east of Panama City, Florida on the Gulf of Mexico.


Time:      A  fine day in late summer.
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 SCENE 1:  Breaking Day

Ghostly birds sit quietly

or run on the beach flirting with the waves

waiting for the sun to rise.

The birds fly as I approach leaving no tracks.

At extreme low tide

the beach has a step down into a moat

where the water depth increases to several feet.

Schools of juvenile fish, blue crabs and 

occasional stingrays

cruise the step feeding on the largess

from both the incoming sea and retreating waves.

A stingray flies silently  on rippling wings

along the step.

It stops and, with a flip of its fringing fins,

disappears into the sand.

Only its eyes and gill openings remain in sight.

A small cloud of sand and crushed shells 

is expelled from its gill slits

and the hunt for clams continues.

A lone bristleworm, (genus Thelepsus),

pulled from its tube in the sand 

by a small sandpiper,

lies twisting and gyrating trying to orient itself. No longer in the confining but 

nondimensional sand matrix

it flails about like a swimmer in an undertow.
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  SCENE 2: Mid Day
A wave retreats. 

A hundred small shapes scurry in random patterns.

Beating the retreating wave back to the ocean 

they disappear, diving into 

and swimming through the fluid wet sand.

Emerita (Hippa) talpoida, the sand bug,

its molted skeletons litter the beach.

In a mass of eel-grass washed up on the beach

lie several empty egg cases of the skate,

their purpose achieved.

This kin of the stingray lays eggs

in black, leathery protective pouches.

The “Devil's Coin Purse” is five inches long

with horns on each corner.

A hundred species of shells litter the beach.

Most are broken not by storms but crunched

by octopus and fish like the Drum.

Many are pierced by small round holes 

of predatory Urosalpinx cinere 

feeding on their cousins.

Others are pulled open 

and devoured by starfish.

A three by five inch sea slug or nudibranch

of the family Dorididae

lies stranded above the last wave, 

its translucent oval body

a cream and lemon yellow

half buried in the sand.

Placed back in the sea it swims away slowly.
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SCENE 3. Towards Evening

White sand dollars are dead.

Whole or in pieces they lie

sprinkled on the beach

among shells and other flotsam.

Live sand dollars live in the surf 

just below the low tide line,

brown-green circles buried in the sand. 

Small, thin and rounded Dendraster and

the larger, fatter Echinarachnius parma ,

both charm the beachcomber.

The afternoon sand squawks under bare feet

like the fresh snow in the moonlight.

I never tried bare feet in the snow.

Clouds gather on the horizon

as if to cushion the red sinking sun..

Three pelicans in formation fly 

across the inflated red ball 

and crash into the sea.

19

SCENE 4. Tyndall Beach at night

1. Board walk
From the lighted parking lot,

past the bath house with a dozen tree frogs

to the boardwalk 

where the hum of mosquitoes is muted 

by passionate calls of five species 

of frogs and toads,

my hollow thunking footsteps

take me to the moon lit beach.

2. Beach and Surf
Full moon is a little past the zenith.

On Tyndall Beach the sand 

glows a milky white.

Wet, broken shells sparkle in the moon light. 

A coyote hunting crabs is spooked

and runs off into the dunes.

The ebb tide is near its turning point.

Quiet ghostly waves slosh on the beach

pursuing and drawing 

feeding Plovers and Sandpipers

up and down the hard packed sand.

A Blue Crab scuttles sideways

into a retreating wave 

retreating from my muffled footfalls.

The bites of Salt Marsh mosquitoes,

their hum drowned in surf and breeze,

finally drive me from the early morning beach.
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SCENE 5: Hurricane 
1. The Storm
The boardwalk leads to the beach

as cold gray clouds sit on the horizon.

The strangely lit sea is uncommonly flat 

with the impression of being oily.

Cumulus clouds build.

Sundogs and itinerant showers

walk across the bays

and down the beaches.

The wind rises and the surf builds. 

Huge swells run over the barrier reef

and break on the beach with a crash 

and an explosion of flying spume.

The waves press higher on the beach

until they lap at the base of the dunes.

The rising wind howls and 

blows the surf higher.

Large drops of stinging rain fly horizontally,

the stinging drops cutting into the dunes.

The storm surge carries the sea

and its flotsam and jetsam

over the dunes and into the Spartina marsh

and pine forest a mile inland.

The wind falls off and the surf declines

as the eye of the hurricane passes to the west.

The boardwalk has gone with the wind.
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2.  Aftermath
The wind dies, its roar fading to a moan.

Clouds and rain slacken and

sundogs walk the ocean.

Pine, oaks and seaoats die in the salt water

or are burned on their windward side

desiccated by the salt spray 

or hundred mile winds

The beach is rearranged.

Dunes are gone .

Only  five-foot piles of  sand remain.

Several deep cuts almost succeeded

in punching through to St Andrews Bay.

Headwalls, docks and other beach structures 

are gone or non-functional 

but the observation tower remains.

A fiberglass sailboat

lies stranded on the beach.

Gulls have a field day harvesting 

hurricane casualties

A blue sky welcomes the inspection teams.
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 Scene 6.  Rain on the Beach

1.  Summer Shower

On a bright but overcast day

a shower walks down the beach

and a piece of the horizon disappears in haze

As a shower walks down the beach

the breeze freshens and cools the afternoon,

the waves flatten and sea oats begin to croon

As a shower walks down the beach

a mist blows and light rain begins to fall.

Mothers grab towels and kids 

and run to escape the squall

Hard rain falls for a short time

then passes and the sun begins to shine

as the shower continues down the beach.
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2. Fall Storm
Wind howls through the oaks and pines

and whistles past the sea oats on the dunes

as gray clouds gathering in the north

attack the afternoon.

A cold mist begins to fall and drifts like ghosts.

Sea and clouds blend into an ominous gray.

Whitecaps stop breaking on the barrier reef

and the shore birds cease to play.

A cold, pelting rain begins to fall pounding flat

footprints of the last visitors and

sand etching of the sea oats 

and small shells protruding from the sand.

The rain slackens and the wind drops.

The mist turns to virga and waves begin to roll.

Each raindrop has left its dimple.

Sea life stranded on the sand has paid the toll.

A gull lands,

looks out to sea.

Laughing, it scans the beach for lunch.
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Fossil Mind

I sit in the midst of a Cretaceous fossil bed,

a hillside of marine animals 

50 million years dead.

A submerged reef of oysters turned to stone

now lies exposed to the western sun.  

Time has flown

and the sea has gone.  

The shells remain

mute evidence that nothing is permanent 

but change.

Cold Stony Beaches

Cold morning mist on the shingle beach at Kremasti

and the snowcapped Carian mountains in the distance

takes me back 

to other cold, rocky shores

that were waiting for the sun.

Cobbles clicking in the surf on  Argentia and Topsail

in Newfoundland with ice flows hidden in the mist.      

Seastacks peeking from lowering clouds

off a beach of metamorphic stones

on the Straits of Juan de Fuca

Low waves slopping on volcanic Icelandic beaches 

with fishermen's voices carrying through

the Gulf Stream’s steamy fog

Waiting.

Waiting hopelessly for a summer sun 

to lift the leaden skies

and break the hyperborean spell
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Broken Shells

You see a million seashells 

resting on the sand.

Pick them up and look at them, 

hold them in your hand.

Coweries, cones and cockles, 

some whole but many broken.

Did storms break these delicate shells 

with violence unspoken?

Just try to break one yourself.  

Most are as hard as rock.

Fossil shells are to geologists 

an archeological clock.

What is the source of holes 

and chips and chunks

that damage all these shells?

Who is the culprit?  

What stories can they tell?

Who chipped the margin of a Sunray Venus 

like an oyster shuckers knife?

How about a sea crab 

out supper shopping for his wife.

Or those small round holes in half a clam

that could be used to attach a chain.

They are drilled by the tongues of Oyster Drills

or Moon Shells their dinner to obtain.

Or those square holes in conchs and cones 

and many other shells.

These are often around the den 

where octopuses dwell.
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A starfish pulls bivalves apart and inserts 

its stomach to digest the shells contents.

Barnacles and jingle shells can  

live on other shells without paying any rent.

Cones hunt for lunch 

with a poisonous harpoon

They even run their victims down, in snail time, much too soon.

True.  Some shells are broken 

by vicious storms or knocks

but most die by the hand of hunters – 

the feeding of the flock.



carl 1978

Every Beach is diffent but they are all special. Some are just better than others.
