
Mary Willging 
Waiting 

A clam b u ried d e e p  
down i n  the wet san d, I wait ­
shel l sealed s h ut 
fee l i n g  o n l y  the d i stant rhyth m i c  t h u d  
that can n ot reach far enough 
below to fi n d  m e. 
Even as the t i d e  c reeps  n earer 
an d the ocean' s  p u l s e  s u rrou n d s  m e, 
I re main  b u r rowed, ref u s i n g  to su rface. 
I m u st be d ug u p, 
p ried open,  
c l eaned out. 
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