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	DEDICATION

	 

	 

	Dedicated to the Earth who provides home for us all, those who respect the Earth, and those working to keep the work inhabitable for all beings.

	 

	 

	 

	 


Seeking Abundance

	 

	Traipsing through a meadow

	Abundant with wildflowers

	Blowing in the wind

	Smashed beneath my feet

	Wildlife sounds abundant

	In the trees surrounding the meadow

	I look toward the sky

	Clouds float by, white and fluffy

	Abundant against the bright blue sky

	The sun’s rays kissing my skin

	Abundant with their warmth

	Making my skin glow

	There’s nothing in my pockets

	But an abundance of lint

	Yet I feel richer than when

	I hand over my credit card

	To purchase a beautiful new….

	Something, anything, nothing

	To enhance my existence

	Or at least proclaim to the world

	The abundance in my life

	



	


Not My Land

	 

	This is not my land

	Nor is it yours

	We borrow it

	From birth to death

	Pretending it’s ours

	As we strip it of resources

	With a sense of ungrateful entitlement

	Greed dominating our interactions

	Pretending like this ground we walk on

	Can be owned by you or by me

	Can be bought and sold

	Fought over

	Killed over

	Our blood spilling across the world

	In our desire for ever more ownership

	Of an Earth that will never recognize

	Our ownership

	And an Earth that will revert to itself

	As soon as it rids itself of us

	All those false ownerships overgrown

	With weeds and trees

	Teeming with new life

	To continue a cycle where

	It proves over and over

	That the land belongs to the Earth

	Not to you and not to me

	No matter what kind of constructs

	We pretend control the land

	We inhabit



	


Before Man

	 

	A time without man

	Nature observes no borders

	Life is free to roam 



	


Nature to Love or Hate

	 

	Is it in a tree’s nature

	To love or to hate?

	Is it in the soil’s nature

	To love or to hate?

	Is it in the air’s nature

	To love or to hate?

	Is it in water’s nature

	To love or to hate?

	Is it in the sky’s nature

	To love or to hate?

	Is it in the Earth’s nature

	To love or to hate?

	We see love and hate

	As natural states of being

	Because we are human

	And because our experience tells us

	It’s natural to love and it’s natural to hate

	But what if it isn’t?

	What if love and hate are constructs

	Humans created to further this agenda or that agenda?

	What if the only thing in our nature is to survive

	And all the rest is just window dressing

	To inflate our sense of superiority

	Over the trees that provide us oxygen

	Over the soil that provides nourishment to the plants we eat

	Over the air that provides us the breath we breathe

	Over the sky that brings us light by day and dark by night

	Over the Earth that provides us a home

	What if love and hate are as fleeting as the moment we exist?

	



	


A Few Things That Matter

	 

	A cool breeze on a sunny day

	Rain in the middle of a drought

	Snakes in the grass

	Trees in the forest

	Oxygen to breathe

	Compassion for one another

	A kitten’s sweet purr

	A dog’s wagging tail

	Clean water to drink

	Pure air to breathe

	Nutritious food to eat

	Icecaps being frozen

	Bees and butterflies to pollinate food

	Diversity in the world

	Honesty in our interactions

	Generosity toward one another

	The sun and the moon

	The planet on which we live

	Understanding each other

	Equality

	Unity

	Love

	



	


Sunrise Walk

	 

	Light arises from dark

	Stream gurgles welcome to day

	Trees glisten with dew 



	


On Top of Your Home

	 

	I walk into your home

	Build a house over your home

	Wonder why you invade my house

	Built on top of your home

	See you slither through my yard

	On the property I bought

	Watch you eat my plants

	From the safety of my house

	Built on top of your home

	You scurry up the tree I planted

	To replace the trees I felled

	When I built my house

	On top of your home

	Do you think I invaded

	Do you think I stole

	Do you think I colonized

	When I bought the land

	On which your home existed

	In the trees, the forest, the meadows

	Though I might claim to own this land

	And hold a deed that proclaims my ownership

	You’ll just eat that piece of paper

	Without stopping to consider its value

	In this world where we pretend we own

	The land you inhabited long before humans

	Do you look at us and think us silly

	With all our trapping of success

	As you move away from the house

	I built on top of your home



	


Springs’s Renewal

	 

	Bare branches

	Tiny buds

	Renewal awaits

	Blooms prepare to burst forth

	Sparking imagination

	Beauty anticipated

	Delicate flowers dance in the wind

	Bare hearts

	Tiny buds of compassion

	Renewal awaits

	Love prepares to burst forth

	Sparking imagination

	Beauty anticipated

	Delicate emotions dance in the wind

	The cold winter passes

	Renewal awaits

	Heartache finds a fresh start

	In the warming sun

	In the thawing earth

	White bark of a birch tree

	Glows against fresh greenery

	The purity of possibility

	Letting go of pain

	To welcome happiness

	Renewal awaits

	Those willing to embrace

	Spring

	



	


Bees Buzz

	 

	The bees buzz

	Through the air

	Moving trucks for nectar

	Creating flowers and fruit

	They tell each other

	Beware that plant

	It killed my friend

	Buzz, buzz, buzz

	Mine, too

	Buzz, buzz, buzz

	Avoid this plant and that

	The nectar killed

	Whole colonies

	Nectar turned poison

	The bees buzz on 

	Doing the job they

	Evolved to do

	Spreading nectar

	Creating food for humans

	With no need for compensation

	With no need for recognition

	With no need for glorification

	They do their job

	Day after day

	Year after year

	Decade after decade

	Century after century

	Millennia after millennia

	The bees buzz on

	Feeding the world

	Strategizing their own survival

	In a world that seems intent
On killing them

	Perhaps they’ll figure out a way

	To grow super strong stingers

	With their own super strong poison

	To protect their lives

	They’ll buzz on

	Starving us by not spreading nectar

	Buzz, buzz, buzz

	Trying to send us all a message

	If we want to survive

	We need to understand

	Just how connected we all our

	Will we listen to the bees

	As they

	Buzz, buzz, buzz

	Past our ears

	Searching for nectar

	That is not yet compromised

	By human interference

	The stories the bees must tell

	Trying to figure out why

	Humans are so suicidal

	All in the name of greed

	Buzz, buzz, buzz… 



	


Wildflowers and Weeds

	 

	The grass tickled my ankles

	But it felt more like an itch

	An itch driving me to step high

	Move away from the moment

	I wanted to embrace

	Like so many other times

	When I found myself walking

	In a field of wildflowers and weeds

	Unable to discern which was which

	Seeing the moment as something

	Undecipherable

	Wondering if I could have

	Wildflowers without weeds

	Thorns scratching my calves

	My blood joining the Earth

	Ready to feed both

	Wildflowers and weeds

	This small cut there

	And another here

	A thorn stuck in my skin

	All those moments I cherished

	Turned to weeds thriving in the midst

	Of a meadow of dying flowers

	As I strolled along looking for

	Wildflowers strong enough to withstand

	The onslaught of weeds in their midst

	Then I saw the perfect wildflower

	All its blooms sparkling in the sun

	Like a smile beckoning me forth

	Like eyes promising me a future

	Like a tongue teasing me with pleasure

	I ran toward that perfect bloom

	Risking the burrs and the thorns

	Cutting, scraping, leaving rashes

	I tripped over rocks

	And caught my foot in holes

	Stumbling, bumbling, crumbling

	Toward that perfect bloom

	Just out of reach

	Blowing in a perfect wind

	On a perfectly sunny day

	I fell into a mud puddle

	Soaking my knees

	Still, I ran forward

	Dirty and lost and determined

	As the clouds rolled in

	Hiding the sun

	Opening to soak my hair and my skin

	Still, I ran toward the perfect

	Wildflower in the midst of weeds

	Knowing if I could reach it

	Everything would change

	I watched all the other wildflowers

	Crumple beneath my careless feet

	Racing toward the perfection I desired

	A roll of thunder, a flash of lightning

	Still, I couldn’t stop running

	I’d risk it all for the perfect

	Wildflower growing in the weeds

	 

	But, the wildflower only laughed at me

	



	


Earth

	 

	Surrounded but alone

	Embraced but not secure

	Loved but not respected

	Needed yet abused

	Giving but unappreciated

	Beautiful yet dying

	Peaceful yet destructive

	Vengeful or self-protective

	Providing yet not replenished

	Majestic but humble

	Stable though turbulent

	Progressive yet traditional

	Diverse but the same

	Ever-changing yet reliable

	Home

	Life

	Lover 

	Killer

	Provider

	Mother

	Father

	Contradictory

	Our Earth

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Previously appeared in the anthology Standing: Poetry by Idaho Women 2005 and on Associated Content



	


Grapes

	 

	Grapes hang on a vine

	Green, red, awaiting picking

	Ready to delight



	


Around the World

	 

	Floating weightlessly

	Floating effortlessly

	Across the world

	On ancient dust particles

	Swirling through the air

	The Sahara feeding the Amazon
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