
S T O N E C O U N T R Y 



Drifts 
  
Becalmed in springtime, 
tides out, sandbars in, 
  
and lost from it all. 
The scent of coming summer touches, 
  
then blows away. 
But even summer comes down 
  
to thunderheads 
and long days 
  
and the humid heat of Michigan. 
Out on the lake 
  
some sailboat drifts, 
having lost it all, upside down: 
  
In remembrance of snowdrifts, other white 
sails in wet undulations. 
  
And someone yells, 
and starts the dream again. 
  
              David Anthony Sam 
              Published in Stone Country (1985) 


