
July Brushstrokes 

gradual sliding low of Sol... 
 
flashings out when trees allow... 
 
sidewalk bathed in fading light... 
 
yellow-green this muted hour... 
 
whitening sky holds twilit breath... 
 
shadows paint each passing trunk... 
 
cicadas sing "six weeks till frost"... 
 
hints of night inspire bird choirs... 
 
all scent all sound all inner yes... 
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