
Jesse 

   abbit holes and backward clocks,
  Cynicism, irony and paradox —
      In a Culture premised on being alone,
        You ve gifts to help us find our way Home.

R

   eins of enchantment Summer brings,
     From honey bees to nettle stings —
       It s a long uphill gravel road climb,
         To bring the changes needed this time.

V

        eneath skies in Autumn grays,
         Blustering clouds, the year s last days —
           Stunning blood red fallen leaves,
             Squirrels, spiders, the forest grieves.

B

T he Children thank you for taking it up,
  Not always easy to drink from that cup —
   Adapting, evolving, in fact, nothing less,
     Becoming a Species of sharing and kindness.
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