Death by the Sea 


Behold the beached sea lion.
Or is that a walrus?
Identity is impossible,
for its face has disappeared,
and only its skull remains.

Clumps of seaweed mock the lion.
Groups compose a deceased life of its own.
They mock the mammals;
behold the tail of a rat
and the scales of a snake.

A stranded jellyfish
jiggles for the last time.
It once was king,
now the giant saucer of substance
fades into the sand.

A gull no longer breathes,
for it has inhaled the salt of the water.
It sleeps on the shore,
and its feathers are left
to be cleansed by the sea.

Exoskeletons of crabs
are counted in the millions.
They are scattered and shattered 
in minute pieces,
mixing with the broken sand dollars.

Footprints remain from another time.
Scattered feathers fill the indentations,
but the foggy wind blows them out.
Slowly they drift back to the ocean,
back to their home.

Once again, a putrid stench pierces the nose:
scent of rotting blubber.
Cavities are decayed into the body,
rib cage left exposed to the air,
flipper bone resting by its side.

Arched toes and swollen ankles
carry the runner back home, 
fleeing from the foghorn
and surveying helicopter.
Return to the inland. 

