
POETRY
BRONZED BEETLE ON THE BEACH

A beach -- the boundaries of land, water and air.
While isolated in their states of solid, liquid and gas,
they interact in synchrony and amplify each other.
Who can resist the temptation to explore a sandy shoreline?
Certainly not a fox, minnow or tern, 
as they dance in their element and peer into each other’s world. 

Strolling along a beach, one becomes a child again.
Hot sand stinging the soles, cold water biting the ankles,
the wind tossing one’s hair and exciting the heart.
Marvel at the sculptural mass of a gray weathered log,
the terror of a bleached pike skull picked clean, 
the smooth curving grace of a white pelican feather. 

Stark-naked tree roots, swirling stems of tall yellow grass, polished half-
buried boulders,
and windrows of bright-green lake weeds stranded on wet rippled sand
all reveal the awesome power of thunderous summer storms, 
giving way in time to restful silence and sweet-smelling air.
Inhale the thick fog of an early spring morning, absorb the reddish-
orange serenity of an autumn sunset, and relish the joy of being alive and 
part of this drama. 

Such a sanitized and timeless place, the beach!
Repetitive tumbling and sorting of sand grains, 
relentless lapping of waves and white foam,
and restless winds paint awe-inspiring scenes, 
carried on from seconds to geological eras,
erasing each mark, burying every object, yet refreshing one’s spirit.

 As my steps sink into the soft wet sand, I glance in every direction, 
eagerly awaiting Nature’s next revelation. 
Then along the dark damp edge of a stranded pool, a sudden movement 
distracts my eye. Was it my imagination or did something fly? 
Perhaps a tiny piece of stick or reed, 
under full control of a playful, wayward breeze. 

But no, there it goes again, and then once more.
Capturing my curiosity by now, I draw near and bend down for a closer 
look,
hoping to discover some new secretive delight.
A cream and bronze tiger beetle, standing high on six spindly legs
stares back at me with bulging black eyes, 
and quickly takes flight, only to vanish when it lands. 

But how can it survive in such an exposed and tempestuous plot?
Days spent tracking down beach flies, attempting to mate, 
and evading shore birds by hiding in the sand. 
This tiger beetle’s life is brief, two years at most, spent mainly in grub-like 
larval stage, hanging upright in its burrow, wide jaws spread ready, 
waiting for passing prey, which may or never arrive. 

Just one of so many intriguing creatures pursuing its life cycle, and 
sharing my beach.
At the end of such a heart-warming day,
full of up-lifting thoughts, discovery and beauty, 
can one walk away in the setting sunlight,
back over the dunes of golden sand
without regret at departing such an elysian place? 
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Bronzed Tiger Beetle. Photo credit: Larry de March.Victoria Beach, Manitoba. Photo credit: Gary Budyk.


