Present Tense Writing

The singing water of the Rio Grande whistles through the desert, babbling across the polished stones worn smooth by centuries of washing.  Five trembling Mexicans hide from view among the scrubby green bushes.  It is dusk.  The sun plummets from the sky in ribbons of hot color, like the glowing of campfire logs: blood-red, orange, yellow, licking blue tongues, the confused color of both heat and ice.

Maria yanks her pink woolen hat, smudged with desert dust, over her cold, sensitive ears.  She pulls her tattered gray sweater tightly around her chest.  Absentmindedly, she loops a pearly white button through a sweater hole, and wraps a shawl around her little sister Carmen.  

“Coyote Crossing” excerpt
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