For Patrick
Soft rounded Methow hills,
Silhouettes of ladies lying down;
Frogs and cricket songs drift to sleep.
Your place all of your life,

Here in quiet and clear skies.

You opened your eyes so naturally

You did not know it happened at all.

Smell of rain on sage;

Breezes off cool mountains.

Dawn makes you huddle for warmth.

The river forever on your skin;

The river forever in your soul.

When voices babble and doors slam
You will go to the river and rest

In cool deep pools with trout

At your fingertips.

Humans are at their best

When they fall in love with a place.

This land, the Doran-land, will be

Here forever beyond family ties;
Beyond thoughts of “ownership”.

It is here, forever.  You are a moment.

Let the dance of eagle, of coyote, 

Deer leap in your heart;

These are eternal.
The world awaits; let it wait.

Keep your soul; it will serve you well.

The scurry of life --- near panic, it seems; 

All the time eaten by silly schemes.

The echo of sunset from dry hills 
Brings you back to touch and taste

And sweat and heartbeat and dance

And songs and all the other graces

That are given to those who truly live.

In time it will become clear.

Your heart has held beauty.

It will forever more.

You can ride on grace

And be brazen as you will.

The gods will carry you up.

This is your life;

It is given you.

Don’t be afraid to dream

Of glorious nights in love.

It is given you.

Perceive the moment;

Take your time

And do what

Your heart wants 
You to do.
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