
Darkness.  That's how it always starts.  Then, you notice, the faintest pinpricks of light above you; they are stars.  More and more of them, swirling in the sky, a halo, thin and white, like a dribble of milk spilled into a pot of india ink.  Some twinkle, or have a colored tint.  Some are very bright, others so dim you can scarcely see them.  They group together, seem to form pictures, tempting you, taunting you to connect the dots and find the mystery.  Slowly, they move across the sky, creeping on little diamond feet, smiling in the velvet blackness.


The air is cool, but not cold, and there is a light breeze blowing.  The ground beneath your feet feels soft and sandy, though you cannot see it.  From somewhere in front of you, comes the sound of waves beating gently on the shore, irregular and soothing.  The sound is quiet, and growing more distant as if the tide is going out.  Behind you, insects and frogs perform their nightly symphony.  Occasionally a bird will add its chorus to the music, soaring along, wings buoyed up by the wind.  


One by one, East to West the stars begin to fade.  The darkness lightens, turning purple, then grey at the edges.  The stars are swallowed into silver as it spreads across the sky.  As day spreads her wings the land rears up, revealing itself, throwing off its long dark cloak.  Before you is poured a smooth grey mirror, moving slightly in the wind.  The oceans of the world are at your feet.  Beneath you, fine sand, still cool from the night air.  It is mounded and shaped by wind and wave, pitted where sand crabs or birds have picked at it.  Behind you, the dunes, covered in waving sea grasses, and mornign glories unfurling their purple petals.  You can hear the call of crickets ,and the soft whir of dragonflies' wings.  


The light grows and the sky turns blue.  The ocean, reflects it back up at you, the colors so nearly the same that you can scarcely see the horizon line.  But the line grows brighter, the sky at the edge of the world fading from blue to white, until it grows to brilliant to look at.  The sun rises, throwing streaks of light across the oceans waves, a careless band of gold-leaf.  It brings with it heat, and the air begins to grow sultry, heavy, pregnant.  The sun hauls himself up above the horizon, finally rising from the ocean like some great lost bird climbing into the vault of the heavens.  

The tide turns, the waves growing more aggressive as they reach for the shore.  They carry with them fish and seaweed, and the shore birds come out for their morning meal.  They swoop and dive, the prehistoric pelicans carrying fish back to their young in their enormous beaks.  The sand crabs, too, scuttle around at your feet, sometimes going so far as to run across your toes to reach their holes before an enterprising seagull snatches them up.  At the shoreline, sandpipers dig for shellfish after each wave retreats.  The tiny little, brightly colored clams use their shells like scoops, burrowing as deeply as they can before the sandpipers attack.  

The sun rises higher.  The sounds from behind you have changed, they are louder now and more rythmic, more aggressive.  It takes a tougher kind of insect to survive the midday sun.  The morning glories have furled and the wind faded.  Small lizards come out to bask in the sun, briefly, before crawling back under rocks for shelter.  


The smell, too, has changed.  It carries a heavier seawater tang, the heated air will absorb more moisture.  You can feel the salt of the air and your own sweat caking on your skin.  The skin of your cheeks and your eyes feels tight, hot, but not burned, not yet.  It would take more than the noonday sun of the south to burn you.  It is noon now, the sun high overhead, a spotlight.  Your shadow is under your feet, hiding from the blistering heat.  The air is hot enough to burn, and the salt in it stings your nostrils as you breathe heavily, even the act of standing still in this furnace an effort.  The sand under your feet is still cool, shaded, but don't move an inch, for the sand to either side is as hot as a griddle.  The birds, insects and beach crabs are all gone now, inside, underground, in the shade where it is cool.  The waves lap placidly against the shore, almost at your feet, but even their gentle movement is faintly agitated, as if everything awaits the cool of night.  


Slowly, almost unnoticed, the sun slips into its evening descent.  It rolls down, gathering speed, towards the western horizon.  The shadows grow longer, and the tide turns, the waves lower now, sliding back out to sea.  The birds take to the sky, pelicans and seagulls swooping in, diving down to the ocean, catching their dinner.  Their calls and the whoosh-whoosh of their wings fill the air.  Under it, the insects have returned, singing their own evening song.  The sun is behind you now, and your shadows spreads long and thin at your feet.  The shadows of the dunes creep up on either side, and the wind has picked up again.  It is cooler now, and the sand crabs come out, scuttling out of their holes to examine you.  They judge you rightly to be no threat and thereafter ignore you.  The air develops a distinct chill and the salt tang fades as water vapor condenses on every avaliable surface.  Purple before you now, with spreading scarlet overhead.  The clouds behind you are painted red and gold, pink at the edges, and the sun is a cherry, suspended by its stem above the earth.  Quietly quietly, the earth reaches out and bites it off, and the light fades from the Western sky.


And with deliberate repetition, the stars come out.

