Transcendental floss

I'm sitting in a deckchair,

of sorts,

on the beach facing the ocean

with my eyes closed, trying to meditate
as I hear it is good for the brain.

I sync my breathing to the crashing of the waves
and try to shut out the speed boat

that has been tearing back and forth and back

a few inches from the horizon.

It is red and long and fast.

I re-shut my eyes and sync my breath to crashing of the waves,
and attempt to block out the helicopter

that hovers fifty feet above the speeding speed boat.

Following it or chasing it forth and back and forth.

A drug bust, maybe. Or James Bond for real. Or a TV cornmercial for hair gel.
Or a pop video. Or maybe just some filthy rich bloke taking his big shiny cock out

for a spin.
Flashing
the entire length of the coastline.

And filming it.

I shut my eyes and again sync my breath to the crashing of the waves.
The endless waves. Waves that have been hammering the beach
without thought for man

or sand wasp or speedboat or meditation

for a million plus many million years and more.

Unlike my breath,
which is a fraction of that so small,
it is not worth figuring.

On paper, anywise.



