
 
 
Porthmeor Sea Form  
 
 
The tongue is made of sand 
every foot that passes 
every hand that scoops  
the wave turns to stone  
 
from a distance a comparable view 
axis of rain and mist and wind strings      
stirs up the air  
 
cavity of breakers 
shatters the landscape 
puckers the sea along the rim         
 
sucks hills and horizon   
through holes    
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Translation: Michele Hutchison 


