
The M.use’s Fiery Tale
Smoke warriors approach the ridge

Their fiery wind chases me to the edge
Torching trees like crosses in my path.
The flames race their courses

Down the long dusty hill

Pursuing me to the sands
I tear into the life saving water

Sucking breath with my lungs
I hunger over a lake
That makes me feel small
With flabby arms and legs

I despair for that far off isle

 Home becomes more dear,

As loved by being alive.
As smoke invades my lungs,

I jump and grope
Into the cool and callous pool. 
But the fire rages 
As I rest my spirit in your waves.                                     Susan Trapp 2017
