...december 14, 2017...

the butter sun of afternoon

wraps trees and grass and shifting clouds
and people wandering ocean paths

in iridescent shades of gold —

a magic sheen imbues the air —

a canvas rippling leaves to waves

with rocky shores and screeching gulls
and laughter playing on the breeze —

a rich embrace pulls evening in

encompassing me — skin and eyes
as if my very breath was hinged

. between earth and fantasy.
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