a bead of sweat escaped

from between my crossed legs

and trailed down my calf

the dappled shade did nothing

to relieve the heat's pressure

the glittering water of the pool

a contrived oasis that could not

quench my desire to escape

to the mountains looming

on the horizon,

to see nothing more

than sand and scrub and sky.

the desert promises, but is fickle-

come to me.  

love me.

i will burn you clean

but I will kill you if I can.

