I pray at a Beech Tree, not a cross:

Ancient roots covered with moss.

Here and there a tiny mite

That will give me a bite.

Here, where life grows wild

I renew wonder like a child.

Before my eyes is something new,

MAGIC MUSHROOMS the size of my shoe.

I lay back, see limbs, leaves, 

Lumps of light from the sun.

Each day of my journey, may I

“touch the earth and reach the sky.”

As I wrote at Lake Tahoe

A half-century ago:

“Whence, why, wherefore?

Here is tremendous THEREFORE.”  

A timeless moment, the sun sinks.

Fills the sky with glowing pinks.

In gratitude to earth and sky, 

I give thanks for my birth,

And do not fear to die.

                                     RFB 

