Out There

Toward the end

of the day

they find me:

golden sunbeams 

blinding from the west,

easily barging in 

at eye level,

interrupting me, whatever

task or reverie

I’m chasing (to pay

the tally-up dues 

I’ve chosen this day);

yellow-white, I turn 

into the glare; stop, 

squint, feel the warmth 

out there, the simple

pleasure of heat 

on my face, my skin;

I lift my chin & smile, 

close my eyes – reminded 

I’m an animal, alive 

on the planet right now

& happy to be here

under the sun.

