Post of my son at the beach


He is a little thing
a dark mop of hair
ears that protrude
a scant form of jutting
shoulder blades 
and boney shoulder tops.

He is a white washed torso
of sunscreen swirls 
just visible on smooth skin.
Arms hang down
one hand loose fisted
the other open.

His red swim trunks
cover waist to knees.
His ankles are lost in calm backwash
feet sunk casually in the berm.
He stands in shallow tide
empty-handed and eager.

The picture is taken from behind
like a father towers over things sees.
In the scene only baby blue wavelets 
[bookmark: _GoBack]just  inches above his head.
The scene promotes calmness
but is blurred from the enlargement.

Beyond the crisp white edges
a darker blue that stretches out
not captured in the photograph
but present nonetheless.

Prometheus—Titan of forethought
Molding mankind out of clay

He secreted fire in a giant 
fennel-stalk and gave it back to mankind
believing it could light the world
But instead he was fettered to a mountain
and thanked every day
for the effort.

