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Scents wafting down into the city announcing the coming storm from high up on the slopes, sent as a messenger from the sage, oak, and pine 

Turbulence turns the trees

Restless spirits rule

Lighting up the night sky, lightning

Writhing in the southern currents, the sound and fury of trees, 

clashing with that cool northwestern, turning violent

Summer was not going to give up that easy

Fallen temperatures, but it was still shorts and sandals

Autumn knew the victory was it's to loose only it seemed it was

wanting to win today, rather than wait the two weeks of the calendar

Great, was the battle





Ripping in the wind, a flag

Electrically charged air fills with a nervous excitement

Uneasy, far away sounds of music drifts in  

Blown by the violent air

Built by each drop of rain, each gust, the storms body grows

Awesome unstruck sounds of the wind come down off the mountain

Flashing green filaments of crooked light intermittently fill the heavens

Turbulent air carrys shivering rain drops with it

pricking the hair on the back of your neck

Cracks of distant thunder warn of the impending loss of summer

Grey dark clouds blanket the mountain, not keeping it warm, but enveloping it in cold dampness

Violent, unexpected gusts carry the summers leaves along with it

Coloring the air with a kaleidescope treasure of foliage and pedals

Swift autumnal winds try to strip the trees bare prematurely

tender and green leaves, not even golden or amber, but soon brittle dry 

Dancing around itself, the wind blows rings in the streets, 

boxing people in, keeping them out of the streets

Torn off brick walls, vines nearly dead

Swooping all within its grasp with it, the wind

Taking a part of everything with it, limbs from trees, feathers from birds

Gleaning what it can't uproot. Gleaning drops of sweet aroma, 

mixed with the water from the clouds.

Anxiousness flows through the trees as they move unsteadily

Crouching, the city waits and watches in fear

Mountains and Mesas disappear

Taunt awnings in the fury suddenly relax, then slap and cry out in rebellion

Anxiety moves the flowers, shrubs, and bushes

Shivering roses writhe in fear as the wind pedals their beauty in the streets to the highest bidder. Torrents of air, putting in their highest bids to own a part of a bud

Mums, no longer quiet, cry out as their pulled from their stems

Quivering quakies shake as the northerner takes its turn at them

Turning them left and right, lifting them and slamming them down

Whipping them incessantly

Savagely torn from their mother, leaves orphaned to the wind 

Cower in a corner trying to avoid another wracking accident like that last one now huddled together,looking tired and tattered from the battle

Splitting thunder divides the wind into different directions

Tearing the clouds apart, the wind makes ragged their edges from their soft cottony shape this afternoon

Destroying clouds drop their bounty, birthing their children from above, children that will mate with others and grow into streams and rivers

Wiping the city clean, but filling it with something else- a roiling, violent spirit

Chaotic raindrops pelt every side of the buildings 

Blinding darkness stalks the city

Yielding a new beauty on its face, the city bows to this divine force that cuts through the heart of it

Deafening sounds of silence follow

Morning is coming soon to paint itself upon this dark canvas of a sky  

