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Transience
Selected Images and Poems

B&W Photographic Images by Keith Seat
Poetry by John Morris

Transience is a central fact of our existence. The poignancy of
momentary beauty in fallen cherry blossoms and piles of no
longer needed conch shells reminds us that our lives i like the
worlditselfTar e transi ent . Chil drends
losses of even those closest to us, storms break down our
reinforced defenses. Even our symbols and understanding of
faith are often transient, and in need of ongoing renewal.

Print Titles, Descriptions and Poems

[Entry Room, from left wall]

1. Reflection

If there is anything more
transient tha n cherry
blossoms, it must be fallen
blossoms floating on the
reflected image of their tree.
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2. Trinity

This simple yet somehow unlikely
image is from the  Assateague
seashore.

TRINITY

Left foot, left foot, rightfoot.
NO one person

could do that dance,

no matter how good

you are at Twister.

It might take two, or three.
Is the thing a hoax, cousin to the crop circles?
Yes, another possibility.

Suppose | told you

the three footprints

were being seen all over thhgach,

and beaches everywhere?

Coincidence is a possibility, yes.

Or it o6s aledggeddHaminidT hr e e
(SemtAquatic). And what if

someone told youknow

who made those printnd

you askedVho?and were told

Come and sekewould that make a difference?
Are you willing to play

the crazystepping game of faith?




3. Birdfeeding

A local man near Tulum,
Mexico , came to this
spot to feed and
commune with birds at
dusk. He may have
been a fisherman
disposing of excess bait,
but moved with the
grace of regularly
practiced ritual.

BIRDFEEDING

They frighten me sometimes, these descendants of the
dinosaurs.

A kind of evolutionary perfection. Everything they do is
right.

Look how they pluck my offered food out of the air.

And look how the clouds imitate their circling.

Youtry it T organizing the sea and sand and sky

around your own beauty.

Look at orgemized | O6ve

a modest sand castle amidst the rocks, which the tides

will erase. Itis, | guess, our own contribution

to the cosmos: Weove | earn

lasts forever.



4. Conchless

What appears as a beautiful pile of shells on a Yucatan shore
might see mtot he previous inhabitants to be the eroding
rubble of homes destroyed as by a mighty hurricane.




5. Breaking

Mysteriously, the
breaking wave is
at equipoise, while
the surrounding
elements rush
past.

BREAKING

You never know

what the breakers withrow

onto the beach.

Perhaps we each

find frozen

there a thing chosen,

hidden in the curled

instantaneous world,

chosen for me, for you, alone.

The wave is bearing down,

then the eye freezes

the flowing foam and curl, frees us

from endless breaking.

Yourever know whatos
out of the sea and brought to the beach,
to you, to teach,

to terrify, to stop the flow.

Or start. You never know.

t aken



6. Broken

This plastic arm
washed up
amidst all the
detritus that
routinely finds
Caribbean
beaches.

BROKEN

The girl had nightmares for weeks,

even after her parents kissed her, held her,

toldherlr t 6s only a doll 6s ar m,
you just found a silly piece of trash on the beach.

At four vyears ol d, there a
to explain how real it was.

In Sunday schal she heard about Jesus

heal i ng all the peopl e who
but when she prayed about the doll, the teacher

said no, and explained the difference.

But what if it was my arm, on the beach?

The teacher sai@ h It doashednot be
wrote a note for the parents:Lucy worried
about anything?



