The Spider Trees

The warm breeze in my hair,

The sun on my face,

Gone for a car ride like a dog in summertime.

Speeding along the highway,

The swoosh of cars racing by,

Fresh air inflating my lungs like balloons.

Absorbing natures splendor,

Seeing the mountainous countryside,

The grassy hillsides melting by like popsicles in the sun.

There is a barn somewhere,

Camouflaged in dogwood blossoms,

The roof caved in, striped bare like a skeleton without flesh.

It is around that spot somewhere,

Only when the weather is right,

That the spider trees blossom their silken treasures.

They look like white, mashed grapefruits,

The sun glistening off their shiny floss,

And they are more beautiful than any blossom in a haunting way.

The webs remain still in the crevasses,

The branches sway to and fro,

As the arachnids reside nearby or inside awaiting a meal.

Rows upon rows,

Column upon column,

The spider trees litter the roadside as if beauty exploded upon that highway

Always there year after year,

Never failing to adorn the foliage,

The webs loom incessantly like the shadow behind your back.

And every time I see this spot

Marked by the spider trees,

When I get that sense of awe I know I am close to home.

