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Magic Rainbow

You've touched the sandspit with your splendid finger.
Arched your iridescent back
o'er black and distant fir.
Crying aloud in color
you shimmered
then absorbed yourself
once more behind a cloud mass,
or maybe
into earth's half-circle of your sky sprung self.
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Sunrise urges harmony

with dawns birdsong
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Configuaration of the Canyon

gy The desert canyon is in bas relief
" against its very self, , | |

ie power of great flood,
e ¢ at, thrice yearly,

can do., \
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Thick Dust and Thin

...and more they come
these words
thrashing through the still of thought,
describing morning
when I'm attentive or alone
on porches under the lamp light...

« words thrusting to be scribed.

Word fingers write

— i through table dust,

yesterdays questions,
write answers for tomorrow.

An afternoon wind answers, with gospel gust
blows finger trace away,
until all answers disappear,
while questions in my heart remain.






Thirty Below in Idaho

Trees stand feathered in night cold snow.
Branches trembling
trlghtened quarry in Winters' glove.
~ Where have my birds gone,

- who took their colored song,
‘why are my roots so snowfilled?
Wind slips icy fingers

- thro gh my hair,

lght watch...
now ¢ the night in moonllt palms
A aa=s ;_’; | Riss the earth to white.
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tth the wind bent landscape,

‘eyes a'tingle fdsmall moves.
Carmel colored wasps

land deftly on my pool

-/ zoom through blu&and red of dragonflies.

%cross the way a startle-eared grey rabbit
o gallops to cool shade

1 SC and wiggle back to llfe.
" Then leaf takes a leap,
balls out to who knows where
ain fre doms, something new.
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Morning Mountains speak in distant dialect
) *" drumbeat, boulder, bush,
}'( -7 bold:gardens of the towering Ocotilla. »
' m;.pnd stubbled fields éf challenge, heat, and death.
My curious eye is caught and feeds my swelling heart.
‘The mystic desert takes on hue and fragrance of white heat.
MaRes rocks to move and flo,
erupt and stand on end.
Stones hold small bushes in the:lj' .sidjewags slanting bodies,
they do not wave at me,
but circle roots of waving plants,
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contrastmg pale brown W
Beige feathersiadg,m

n* & of his snow e’lwa [

" . flaunting beauty
o . a crea bg

*. His splendid rieck l‘llhftfrl

r 'mg eyes are riveted &q’fcatch#\e :

He speahs to me in .seueral dlffer.ent Qqunds,
~sharp hiss and ribald rasp,
squeaky recognition,

and a honR fo? his desires.

He tips his head with pink rimmeg
sets webbed orange feet on bobbi

picks waiting corn with beak turne

Feet planted squarely his long [
~“allows a two foot radius.for devoul

- i
. i







ordsipun

wkls::g ir
7\ then wi‘es%%s myst
AN he ground

10







s

>

2 & O3V

_,
[ 5

s

)
. o

S i GBS
Y.

| o
([Ese.%









