Far into the night
Groves of Kentia palms notch
their fronds with breeze and stars.

Play chamber music to a graveyard
jostled by spirited headstones 
where lawn and hibiscus  flowers
weave a rug for the sand-filled 
footsteps of the beachcombing dead.

Birds emerge from their burrows, 
wings akimbo like vampires waking 
spread a velvet inquisition through the night,

low-flying shadows spinning off their whims.

Enamored like moths with the garden lantern 
of a sky lit from within by sparkling eddies.

Rock prows dip in the foam of the reef, 

shaking ocean from their decks.

Along the beaches fish like ponies crowd

the fencing shore in search of treats.

Nature whispers, embraces, 
compels with all its arms and kisses
taunting me with wave lengths.

