All places chang
The broad flat riff
Oxalis to the sand
Water hissing over p -.

Is all white water.

Up to the oldes
Beyond the sand
Have made a new s
Hard to reconcile
With smells as permanent as time,
With footpath’s firm, remembered feel,
With one flat rock I knew each season
Wearing still its crest of moss

Before my eyes, and in my mind .

Two Horse Creeks toss and foam and shift--
The sunlight falls on sandspit, glide and riffle; .
Falls on foam and rainbows; deeps and alder shoots,
And I stand dazzled in the shifting suns and shade
Of twenty yearsy

And underneath the sun RN .
)

A

"

L



