

Sitting on a Log  (When Mom Died)
Alpine fir climb to the inner granite chamber

Hidden beyond reach where gods of sight and sound wait.

A world apart; a world within.  Windows to the soul.

Rimrock, white goats, a last speck of snowpack.

Green shadows in deep water, 
Splashed with early Autumn red.

Voices of pika and marmot; flowing water.

He waits for the order of the mountains at dusk

When rock and sky so simply divide the day.

Old phones fade from his ears.

He guts trout, fries potatoes.  
There is space in the wildness.

Time away from time, no watches.  
Cold water in September.
There is more here; more than he needs.

He wades the brook downstream to the falls

Just to feel the flow, the rock and gravel,
The tiny fish that dart to save themselves.
A vibrant buzzing world; a thousand voices.

Stars dazzle and dance on the still lake surface.

Rainbow painted fish drift in his dreams.

She left this world, 

While he watched,

Sitting on a log: 

A star fall into the lake.
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