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The road never ends. Neither does the adventure.
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The desert fan palm is the largest palm tree in North America. It can grow to a height of 75 feet. Trunk diameter can be up to three feet. Its leaves can grow on the stalk to over six feet in length. Extremely sharp spines on the leaf’s two edges are capable of cutting skin very badly. When the leaf dies it remains attached throughout the life of the tree. A skirt of dead leaves can build up, completely obscuring the tree trunk. Strong winds can blow these dead leaves off. Fire is also known to burn off the dead leaf stem.
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New Growth

My day began in the cool morning air of the low desert. It didn’t stay that way for long. Only a bit later the heat became unbearable for a northerner like me. The gas-n-go stops, where nary a whisper of a breeze penetrated, were only a little better for the air conditioning within and the ice-cold water that made up for a lack of shade.

A fresh tank of gas got me back into the heat and headed north on the 10. I was bound for the high desert. Climbing the three thousand feet of elevation revealed nightfall’s freezing cold desert air. As though to make up for the crazy temperature swing, an almost full moon beamed down in a cold, white glare. In a few days the moon would be full. In those few days, I planned on being a lot farther south where I’m hoping for a more even warmth.

It was time to get off the road, climb off the motorcycle and get out of the high-desert cold. I needed to hug some warmth for a day or two, at least. I pulled into an old desert inn I heard about some months ago. I checked in, got a key, and was directed to the last cabin in the row. It was all by itself. Just the way I liked things to be. I’m shrouded in darkness, alone and isolated.

I unlocked the door and pushed it open. The heavy wooden door creaked on giant hinges. Fierce moonlight streamed through a window with open curtains, revealing the cabin’s interior. I couldn’t find the light switch—no big deal with the natural light in the room anyway. In any case, I’m too exhausted by too many miles to care.

I walked out to my ride and unloaded a bag from the trunk. It’s all I needed, and in any case, I’m too tired to want to do anything but hit the sheets.

I crashed into bed and slept as though dead.
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A new day’s morning sun rose, warm and inviting. I chose to enjoy it by the pool next to the restaurant. The pool is sheltered from the view of passers-by with a high wall. I took up a chair overlooking it. I watched. Pretended not to watch. Tried to watch and not be noticed.

The swimmer’s bathing suit appeared to be matched to the exact color of the pool. The color forced arms and shoulders and legs to appear as though disconnected from the rest of her body. This disconnection was the first thing I noticed, and wondered if the woman bought the one-piece for just that effect.

The swimmer moved closer to the edge of the pool, approaching. Long red hair was slicked back as she moved through the water. Freckles glistened on her face through the watery sheen.

At first it was her eyes that drew me. Their green was intensified by the shading of the pool. The show of disconnected arms and legs didn’t hurt, either.

“Hello.” The swimmer smiled tentatively. Hands moved to sweep water from her face.

I answered her. “Hello.”

Long, slender fingers reached to slick her hair behind her ears. It was a useless movement when she pushed off to begin again her slow, languid laps. The water barely rippled as she passed back and forth in front of me. With each length traveled, she eased closer.

Finally, she halted in front of me again. She pushed up and her shoulders are just out of the water. Her red hair spread in an arc behind her. It resembled a dark halo. Again she brushed errant hair behind her ears. This time, she raised both elbows high, arching her back. Her breasts pushed forward.

I liked it when they showed off.

It was no longer green eyes that kept me transfixed. Breasts also begged for attention and admiration.

I stopped pretending and made sure she saw me flick my eyes over her. She recognized the look and smiled. She had my attention. She recognized I could no longer ignore her. She knew my true purpose. Perhaps I knew hers, too.

The dance was beginning.

She swam closer and halted, fumbling with her wet hair. She rested her elbows on the edge of the pool. Crossed her arms beneath her breasts. They swelled gently upwards, framed by the crossed arms beneath. She smiled. I took it as tacit approval to look. She wasn’t shy, this one.

“Where are you from,” she wanted to know. Still smiling.

Intent on the picture, I was caught unaware. I blurted a response and hope I wasn’t being too obvious, yet I know I am.

She smiled once more. I smiled back. And then she pushed off and went back to her laps. Her legs kicked and water splashed and she is gone. She glided, noiseless, under water. Hands and arms pulled. Feet and long legs kicked. The surface distorted, rippled, her body shimmered and danced beneath the surface.

I watched, intent. No longer pretended. It’s what she wanted me to do.

Again, she stopped to rest in front of me. Again she hovered with her breasts out of water. Hands pass back over her hair and down across her face with the same result as before. There is the hint of a smile again.

I smile back.

“Have you been here long?” she asked.

“Since yesterday. And you?” I prayed silently. Let her be a guest at the inn. I wanted to dance, too.

“I work here.”

Inwardly, I release a sigh. The day has started to look considerably brighter.

She pushed off again and went back to her laps, but now they are no longer laps. She has committed to a different kind of dance. She is under the water and leaping out of the water with legs that kicked and thrashed and splashed. One lap. Another. Then she slowed abruptly and climbed out at the far end of the pool.

She bent to pick up her towel. Threw it carelessly across her shoulders. Tossed her hair while looking across at me. She waved, carefully, it seems.

Yes, swimmer, I see you. I am paying attention. I have been all along.

I wave back. The show is over. The dance is complete.

For now.
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My adobe cabin is far from the main building and the pool. It’s the last one on a long and winding dirt trail. Last night my headlight helped lead me past desert cholla to the gate at the end of the narrow trail. Cholla is a spiky trap for the unwary in the dark of night.

Once at the cabin, a creaky wooden gate bars entrance to a small courtyard containing two dusty chairs. They sat at a makeshift table cut from a palm tree’s huge trunk .

A thick, heavy wooden door guarded entrance to my room. It hangs off a sturdy frame by means of three huge, black steel hinges that creak when the door is opened. A steel latch keeps it closed and secured against all adventure. It appeared strong enough to keep out an army.

I named the place Fort Apache, and felt secure once inside.

The room looked to be typical desert fare, once common in the 50s or perhaps even earlier. There’s a fireplace to enjoy and a leather chair in front of it to sit and stay warm while doing so. I’m content knowing I’ll be comfortable here, and safe. If someone wants in, they’ll have a pretty tough door to breach before they can get to me.

I don’t anticipate a chance of that happening.

The cabin will be home for at least a couple of days. Maybe more. After riding hard through the cold to get here, I wanted to catch my breath and warm up a bit before I decide on the route I will take in search of warm-weather adventure. Eventually, I will head south, down Mexico way.

There is nothing to hold me here.
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Somehow, I managed to miss lunch. Dinner is still hours away. To kill time, I wandered the grounds. Stacks of firewood leaned against an outbuilding. I knew where I would get wood for tonight’s fire in my adobe fireplace.

Old palm trees with trunks shrouded in dead leaves shade a small pool of stagnant water. The inn’s location must have been chosen because of it, and the adobe look of the cabins confirmed it. In its prime, the old drive-in motel would have been a veritable oasis in the middle of a hot, high-desert summer of nowhere.

Walking the grounds hasn’t sated my appetite for more of the morning’s poolside apparition. What passes for food in the restaurant will feed my more immediate appetite. It won’t satisfy my hunger for more of the woman. I’m even more eager to see her again.

I want to know if she will continue the dance.

I end up sitting at the bar. It’s where I want to be, with my back to the wall. Waiting. Watching. Enduring disappointment.

In my dismay, I finished my Sol and order dinner, thinking I won’t get to see her tonight. It’s a huge frustration after witnessing the performance in the pool. After all, she told me she works here. Perhaps during the lunch crowd I missed earlier—

Halfway through dinner, my reward arrived when the swimmer came in from the kitchen and walked directly toward me. Still smiling. I mirror her smile, for I am grateful for the sight of her. I can’t help it.

“I’m Rachael. From this afternoon by the pool, remember? Hello again.”

Not shy, this one, but I already knew that. And yes
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