... gentle,

graceful,
goliath

A poem by
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Below the swirling vortex
in the sky.

Are the slower, expansive
meandering vortexes of the
deep ocean.

The glassy surface between
sea and sky is an ancient
mirror, spanning vast
horizons.

Giant white clouds move
like magnificent whales
across the sky.

Giant, floating goliath,
gentle in heart.

Deep in presence.

Deep in the wisdom you
bring the world from the
tranquility of deep ocean.



A thank you for this mirror,
and the chance to, albeit
briefly, peek above the
surface into this parallel
world.

You live on the other side
of the portal, but the white
whales in the sky, your
kindred spirit, watch you
with the same sense of awe
as every other creature on
the ocean, on land, or in
the sky.

And then the mirror
shatters.

Salt stained storms, brew
ominously above.

A calm still ocean has
transformed.



In its place, a dynamic, You surface.
crashing mountainscape of
dark thunderous sea.

Currents of torrid wind
whip across these epic
waves.

And yet, even now, your

forest is still.
The sky is calm now, and
you shoot part of the ocean
into the air, as if ritual
offering.



The upside-down sky is
always calming, and with
your sail-like leathery
flippers and tail, you glide
all%(,ead like a goliath of the
sky.

Weightless as if in space,
staring ahead into a deep
blue galaxy.

A short distance below the
surface, the deep ocean
remains as calm as your
heart.



The whale can see the
storms above, with quiet
awareness.

Awareness absent any
anxiety, absent any fear.

Storms come, and storms
go.



