A RENDEZVOUS WITH VENUS

Within the dimness of the settling eve,
Venus awaits the Sun to slumber.

She flaunted her sensuality with a desire for wanting eyes,
then scaled the mountain to surprise the timid Moon.

She wanted a glimpse of the setting Sun.
But catching this supercilious folly,
the Moon also gazed astonished at Venus’s vibrancy.
Proposing that the two should meet Venus was in vain.
Taken by the Moon’s proposal, she was smitten with delight.
Venus rose to journey far, flirting with Rigel and Sirius.

She spanned with pomp and circumstance to meet
as they had planned.

The sickle Moon rose above the rise, contoured to etiquette,

and settled in at the crest of the night with Venus by his side.



THE TASTE OF RAIN

Quiet.
Deafening quiet stalks Malloy Springs Road.

As the last light of a fallow sky encroaches on the pinions and juniper’s
hillside preserve,

a whisp of virga darkly grey as Peruvian hair sweeps the nearby
mountain mystifyingly.

Despot rulers of the sky fly with an eager flight above the spring.

Surreptitious bats chased their evening meals that scattered about to
escape.
But nature will not leave it be as virga light upon valley deep.

[t is superior to hills, planes, and flying things.
[ts sweet treat awakens the flora and the creatures that scurry to fill.
Chuckwalla grins with delight as this is of his rain dance-doing.

Every mouth is skyward, lapping up every sweet drop of the tastiest taste
of rain.



A TRICKLE OF LIGHT

The light of the midday sun shone through the dense canopy of
ponderosa pines.

Its obscurity found its way as a thinning stream through pine bristles.
The sway of boughs moved shadows as choreography, too.

Spots of sunlight were barely bright as they painted my tent with polka
dots and beams that stretched the length of my face as they raced to
Earth.

No person’s forms are fully lit; the sun’s light trickles one beam at a
time, descending to Earth, wherever it comes to rest.

No clouds are there to disrupt the glow as it makes its way through the
canopy.

The Pine trees leave a clearing for the vastness of light to shine.

But there is only a trickle of light where I stand to feed my mind, body,
and spirit.
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