
 

 

 

 

     Alive in the Wilderness  
 
Just under the surface of a river  

There is a silvery elusiveness 

That loosens us for looking down and in.  
 
The sounds of snowy waters, freshly streaming  

Towards their vast and magical destinations, 

Silence every note of our quotidian 
 
With secrets of the endless Day. The river   

Whispers its wordless knowledge in our hearts  

       And promises to purl in us forever. 


