      WALKING HOME

I love to visit, to travel, as much

As I love having one place to

Call home, a rose bush; colors;

Now with experience and miles 

Traveled it is easier to reach out

To memories that wake up from

Sleep and shout, I am still here

Waiting on you to say thank you

And indeed I do with gratitude;

I fervently appreciate life as I 

Would a prayer shawl or an aged

Bamboo fly rod and silk line;

At least that is the way I see 

Sacred reality--with rhythm and

Flow remembering all things good;

Isn’t everyday a day of gratitude for

Coming close to grief, for the simple

Things of integrity that please and

Teach us our place in the Universe,

Of love, I am content as a green

Weed in a sun filled vacant lot!
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