Heat

Sun-baked pavement reflecting molecules uplifted,

Pulsing waves pushing wings upward to new heights.

Sizzling toes placed on granules of silicon unprotected 

Sparks sudden acceleration to cooler waters or shaded sights.

Parched and raw my throat screams for cool refreshment,

Splashing the pleasant chill down in gulps of need.

Ah! That’s the prescription for summer’s enmeshment

In endless days of humidity and heat on which I feed.

Dripping wet the sweat rolls down my forehead,

Pronouncing to all our source of brotherhood.

This blistering heat would leave me writhing in my bed

If not for the magic of my air conditioner -  that feels so good!
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