It all turns over,

like lambs climbing across the wooly backs of a sitting sheep 

and ram, like two birds flying twirling in the air.

A young deer springs straight up into the air, mouth wide open, catches a bug, comes down, bounds up again, leaps through

the wild grass, disappears around the corner of the house.  On the

beach, out near the churning white-top foam, twenty three seagulls 

gather for day-end consultations, watching the ocean draw in toward them with a roar, fall away with a sigh; while across the arroyo, 

flowers gather in large cream-colored bunches.  A black bird flies west, curves back north along the rim of the sea, while a cloud the 

size of a city, all white and dark gray topped in light, floats ashore in the air, heads inland toward the lush evergreen-tipped mountains,

like white lambs climbing across the wooly backs of a sitting sheep and ram, as two black birds fly twirling, twirling through blue air.

