True Purpose

At night they seem to flitter
Almost where you can touch them

At least where you think you see their many splendored feathers

Come day they move quickly

Concealing themselves with a mantle of broad daylight

Capture becomes illusive, frustrating and sullen

For this is the true goal

First to gaol then to gild immobile
Forever to cast in displayed white cage and collect royalties on the view
Home

juniper, cedar and pinion

And the red red earth after the summer rain

Smell so sweet

Better’n Tennessee honeysuckle 

intense the cold mountain day

The scented smokey haze

That lays in the valley white and snowy

Crisp and cleansing breath

Rose and amber home
Leafless apple trees

Turquoise sky

juniper, cedar and pinion

