
Colorado

This great upwelling expanse

Colorado, gray and green rising

Seas of pinion and red clay

Like flags of nations underground

Setting out territory in my mind.

Arroyos and tablelands, altars

To old ones who carved faces

In the cliffs with thunder.
Take the gifts offered

By all who ever lived here.

Towering mountains, towering mountains, 
towering mountains with sheer cliffs.

Winding roads through canyon 

Passes that lead only to further gone.

These people’s lives and homes

Seem so small,

Like ancient villages in Tibet.

Humans simply living on the land

Under sun, wind, rain and snow.

Send their children to Santa Fe or Denver

And hold on to the place forever,

Tucked under the shadows of the Rockies.

They just want to scratch out a living

Here in their place of hope, lives yearning

For satisfaction with two horses dancing

In autumn rain and golden first colors.

Distance so certain that when you go

Take food and water and a long time

To leave this place, the knot of the

Cordillera that holds

America together.
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