Rain on a CIiff

She was born to night and rain
With long, soaked hair
Like a doused fire in a dark pane.

The clouds loom above her, where
She pokes holes in their haze,
Hoping to find the stars there.

She is a shadowed ridge with a distant gaze
For green grass and fruit trees,
And yellow summer days

The rain pours down with no breeze
On her stony facade,
Beneath her chin, to meet rising seas

She flairs her petal skirt broad,
Hoping one day,
Flowers will fill her promenade

She laughs her night away,
Or, perhaps, sobs to her base,
The rainwater rising to meet her gray

I can’t tell if she’s crying,
But there are streams on her face



