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Light, shadow: dapple, moving as the leaves sway.
Air on skin a promise of what lies beyond the silk of mystery.
A curve, a hill up, and I remind myself,

Go slow.

Go slow to see that root, that rock.

Stop now—my inner guide admonishes—

Stop now and walk, or you will fall.

From wrenched wrist and scraped knee I’ve learned to listen,
So I walk, I look around, I see the grass arriving,

Run again, and there’s the meadow, where I 

Turn down among the cedars.  Seductive quiet soil,

Cathedral dimness, but

Walk now, the admonition, and I do.

Go slow.  We’ve taken thirty years to learn it,

My love and I.

Faster felt right when the mirage glimmered ahead:
“You said you would . . .”

“No, you were the one, you said . . .”

“You should . . .”

“Why can’t you . . .?”

“You never—”
“You always! always!”

Sprinting toward justification, we fell.

We are learning still, go slow, and look,

A pileated woodpecker rises,

See, we’ve slogged the sand dunes, reached

The Blueberry Trail, all steady sod, and

We are coming on the Green.

Lake Michigan lies vastly blue before us, and

We’ve made it.  

This time, hand in hand, we’ve made it.

