
Driftwood

      by Albert Stimson

An oak stands on a gray and grassy shore

where bracken waits below the broken cliffs,

where gulls cry out in panic above the roar

of waves crashing down, sliding in shifts.

And yet, for all this chaos the oak stands proud,

unfazed by rain and wind and furious sea,

silent, in silence, deaf to the gulls and loud,

loud thundering surf—in inner harmony.

A wave!  A wave!  And higher, higher still!

and green of sea meets sky and sky and sky.

It falls, and falls, with deadly force of will.

The shattered tree is swept to sea to die.

   A morning walk; I see, upon the land

   the shining bones, washed higher on the strand.

