
Southern California Rain

Dark dawn blustery damp

No dry el Nino, rain smells

Thunderous silence from stormy skies

Southern California unused to rain

Performs a hurried Chaplin-esque parody  

Running from our pretty cars 

Lightening gives a flickering gate

Pulling the clothes from the line

Bringing in paints and easel 

Umbrellas pop like dark desert flowers everywhere 

Foggy wet mist then drops plop, everywhere at once

Brown hillsides drink, fast lanes flash their oilly rainbows 

Ice Plant along I-5 fantasize about enough rain to bloom

No one remembers how to drive, ambulances cry in the distance

Grey morning turns to bright lunch

Umbrellas go limp, convertibles now topless

Once again


