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Two Rains

There are two rains in the Sonoran Desert.
Like sunlight and shadow, they fall in sharp contrast, light and dark.

The steady, flowing rain in November soaks the desert floor and brings forth the    owl’s-clover, primrose, and lupine of March.

But the sudden gush of the flash flood in August roars down the arroyo.

It crashes and smashes and drowns everything in its path, including the paloverde seed patiently waiting for its annual bath.

The seed of this tree needs this deadly wonder, as does the spadefoot toad waiting underground for the sound of thunder.
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