
Have Your Way…



“Release my doing,       

                Enhance my being.”

Solitude, have your way with me,  

earth-centered,  

gravity-fed,  

geotropic-led me. 

Release my doing,  

Enhance my being,  

that I may ride with Mama 

Merganser & her bobber-sized 

babies through swirl & foamy 

rapid past the American Dipper, 

dipping & dunking along  

the far shore.  

Lead the way to the chattering 

court of King Fisher gathered 

watchfully on a dimpled 

peninsula of fallen Ponderosa. 

Center my attention as Spotted 

Sandpiper taps her long bill like a 

white cane probing crevices  

for things unseen.  



Northern Alligator 
Lizard curves lean 

into the corners  of   
day’s light.

Methuselah's Beard 
Lichen hugs the 
chapped skin of 

Western Red Cedar

Open my ears to the avian choir 
as it joins the voices of falling 
water to greet the gathering light 
with lilting sacred-song. 

Sit me down in a circle of 
shapely pine and fir dressed 
in flouncing skirts of stunning 
Douglas Maple, tastefully 
beaded with jewels of service 
berry & rose hip. 

Point out the leaves in a slender 
stand of cross-river Aspen 
flashing in a passing ruffle on this 
otherwise calm day.  

Join me, when black clouds 
overflow Cascade’s crest with 
distant flash & grumble that 
shakes camp like a deep bass 
boom-box at a traffic light.  

Alert me to the freshening breeze 
that lifts the long tails of lichen 
beards & points them eastward.   



Raise my face to the deluge and 
turn my head to raindrop bubbles  
and miniature crowns that leap 
and splash on a slick dance floor 
of picnic table.  

Draw my gaze to the random dip 
and nod of raindrops on maple 
leaves that remind me of invisible 
fingers that play, player-piano 
keys.  
                  

Have your way with me, in the 
sweetness of this moment, 
pressed upon moment, 
pressed upon moment, here 
in any-day camp on Ida Creek. 
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