So It Shall Be

Old and New Worlds

The beauty of family, kin
like rivers that bleed into one another

A heartbeat of a dozen bodies

The voice of confidence in this world

“I am alive and I will prove it”.

Arms like soft shoulders of mountain valleys

Truth like white July night sky 
Hope like rustling leaves in Spring

on the down valley breeze

The sweat we shared in hay fields 

in barn tops with yellow jackets

The thump, thump, thump of the baling machine

Annie wondering what is a clutch 

that she’s supposed to push if things go wrong.

Beavers and markers in ponds

Bears and beestacks and magpies

And babies bundling from your arms

to walk at Easter in green grass and sun

The rising cleft of Doran Mountain sings

our lives together, up scale to the Lone Pine

across the Valley to Red Rock Hills to 
Pasayten Peaks where Mary dances.

Like the breeze in grass when you lay

on your back to the sky and listen

The great exhilaration of being alive

Mule deer, white tail, grouse and eagle

The tiny ones we notice when we’re still

It all goes on around us forever.

This is no fleeting moment.

It is eternal; always unfolding.

Alive with the great blue fuse of

Everything that happens for our lives.

We too will come and go.

Who knows?
We can only sing our own song

And dance our steps

Upon this stage;
the earth that we are given.

The past is now.

Feel it in your heart and soul.

Time is our own creation

Your children are your mother

This land is your father.

And so it shall be.
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