
Awakening Mantra 

 

 

aspen limbs 

white and bare 

fall silent 

with no leaves 

to carry 

winter songs 

 

cranberries 

shriveling 

dismay bears 

who hoped fruit 

might stave off 

coming cold 

 

wolves echo 

bugling elk 

winds echo 

howling wolves 

but the peaks 

scream alone 

 

crystals break 

silver strewn 

like gravel 

underfoot 

agate hearts 

crack open 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

underground 

roots ramble 

unworried 

safe in soil 

telling tales 

of spring suns 

 

digging claws 

find acorns 

and beetles 

and old bears 

remember 

all frosts melt 

 

I whisper 

an amen 

prayers gathered 

in my hands 

like blue corn: 

all is heard 

 

we spin out 

we spin in 

we spin free 

broken stones 

building homes 

with no locks 
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