Moment
BY: Jameson Shaw
We are a million microscopic Particlcs of sand,
Crushed togcther in a wave,

As the seas saltg breath draws back with the tidings of the moon,
The sun holds it’s goldcn chalicejust above the I’aorizon,
And drinks from the stars that have yettorise,

A brcal(ing wave is the ebb and flow of the hcar’c,
Crashing from continent to distant continent,
Rcminding me of the vast connection of every soul
that walks this tiny Planc‘c,

A Footl:)rint made evident bg the shadow of the times,

Itis here I seek cxPansiorl,

It is here I seek the flame to [ight the candle of my ]'wcart,
ltis here that | lay low my sense of loss and vacancy,

For every wave that Pu”s back from s]norc,

Smoothes the sand for the next wave to ride until it brcaks,
Rigl’]‘c now I’'m clrawir\g breath as if 've never drawn a breath bc{:orc,
My hands write as if the\g’vc never shapcd aword,

And the cliscovcrg is both intrinsic and oPtimistic,

A connection with an unearthed devotion to the well bcir\g of mgsch,
Goodbgc self loath and my fears of the unknown sea,
Gooc”ygc quacl(ing regrets and unfulfilled endearments,
Goodbﬂc sadness and disParﬂy of ]hcc,

I'am now an empty vessel,

Not of lack but of yearning,

To be filled with all thcjogous wonderment and beautg I can hold,
Gooc”)yc fathomless sorrow and Pairncul memorandum,
| lctgou all £0,
et you Pu” back with the waves as | drink from the setting sun,
| am now trulg alive and l'waPPH,
lam mgscl{: cxPcricncing mgschc,
lam a grain of sand on a beach,

Waiting for the next wave,

The next sun rise,

The next sl’aimmcring ccliPse in the ocean of my heart.






