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DON'T HURRY

Don't hurry from the car tonight.
It isn't raining.
There is no need to rush.

Slow down.
Take a breath.
Look up.

Yes, there they are:
the stars that stare
even when you snub them.

Let the warm air stroke your cheek.
Listen to the crickets
and the wind high in the trees.

Aren't you glad you stopped,
just for a moment,
as summer slips away?



