
 
 

 
  Timber Rattler 

 
 
  I rest at the top rock 
  Sprawled, throbbing feet unshod. 
  I sip cool water 
  And watch a turkey vulture soar overhead. 
 
  My reverie is interrupted. 
  You appear in the blueberry bush, 
  Look at me 
  And rattle. 
 
  I know it's your spot. 
  Just give me time  
  To grab my stuff. 
 

 


