Talking stick

Hello little stick

I greet you again

A Mighty trunk you stand 

Tall and strong in forest

Bracing heaven and earth 

Holding back the storms
That scorch your thick 
Hide black 
With white lightning

You are the deep root 

That drives through mud and

Deep buried rocks
The hollow hills
In search of water

And truth in deepest dark

Above your twigs 

Are teasing the breeze
Catching the clouds

Washing the winds

That flow through 
Your fingers

You are my bone
Stiff dry and cold

Cast upon the pile beside
The fire in my heart

Patient, waiting your turn

To burn in my passion

And fury!
To briefly blaze in light

And heat and fly up and away 

As spark and smoke
Dissolving into dreaming dark 

Now again you are adrift
To float on the stream of life

Turning slowly in the gentle current

Resting in deep pools of wisdom

Rushing through stony white courses 

And so to the waiting waves

Of long suffering sea

Now you are still and smooth
Cast upon a shore of soothing sand

Await passing footprints

Until with eye and hand

Carried once more

To our circle
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