Where Life Waits

August 7th I awoke
 to the grass growing
 in slow motion

 All summer long
 it was catch me if you can 
then some time 
in the very beginning 
of August
 she slowed to a saunter
 Soaking up the warmth
 of the midday 
 lounging in the cool eve 

and the early morn
My grass has begun its slow descent
 toward hibernation
she knows

 the coming change
withdraws
to the hidden darkness 
where life awaits
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