
No Escape From Beauty
I miss my hills,

The rounded slopes

That fold like pillows

To the valley floor.

Seams of water courses

deep green streaks

Of forests on northern 

Sides where shadows live.

Peaks contain my world.

Rugged rocks to the sky

All around us

No escape from beauty.

Tiffany, Starvation Leecher,

Hoodoo, Oval and Reynolds.

They are the brothers 

Of my world.

The down valley breeze;

River songs in the trees.

Aspen and Poplar along the shores

Of Methow, Chewuch, Twisp.

The soft flow of water and light

Under bridges where I have stood

Since a child in the night

And sung forever this one song:

“I am alive.”
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