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Silent footsteps in sand 
on an empty beach in Texas 
moonlight in silver brown fur 
and I in my tent 
alone for miles 
hope he isn’t there for me 
but startled he takes flight 
down the beach into the darkness 
and I sat for a long while 
watching the endless dim white blackness 
into which he escaped with my breakfast 
chilled peaches from the cooler. 


