Seven Beauties

The light blowing in the wind,

the light swelling on the waves,

the waves clasping -
one wave running diagonally across,
another wave running diagonally behind,
then the two running towards each other,
their rims of froth upheld until

meeting, together,

they gradually and gladly fold in,

and auditory beauties too;
the round pebbles rasping in the sucking of the tide,
the beeping zigzag of oystercatchers

rising off the sharp point of the spit;

and the bitter taste of scurvygrass,
and a large black-backed gull

wingtipping the smooth curve of the bay.

And I?

My eyes are softening, my heart's in tears.

No beauty but this.

No beauty but this.

This poem should appear on the Stanza poetry map of Scotland - number 155, at Ardmair,
just north of Ullapool - but it's not displaying on their website properly, which is why I've put

it here.



