Nocturne

Insects buzz over paved gray as hands grip the wheel, turn round and round. A stop sign regulating off-ramp flow states the inevitable. Downtown, residual light from the square, bluish patches above fades into neon; yellow energy seeps into the hungry interior.

A time to work can be always, but now the moonlight carries a sweet, floral scent on a tuft of salt air. Look to the side in darkness, and the outline of a night moth flits toward an outstretched leaf. It spreads lace wings over the immobilized leaf, and rests. From the shadowy recesses, frogs hum a nocturnal rhythm.

