Around The Gasconade
Around the Gasconade where the willow bends,

From above the bank, the cattle amble to the river,

Like long time lovers with time to spend,

They ignore each other and drink the water.

The turkey vultures circle overhead

Their loops so wide it’s hard to know their numbers

They’ll fish the banks with their eyes instead

And the cattle might stay until tomorrow.

I parked the car to watch the stars,

And left my yoke some miles behind.

I scrambled down the shortest bar

And fell asleep on a bed of  pine.

The river ran slowly through my dreams

And flowed when last I opened my eyes,

Its water had stars of brown and green

With little tea leaves and bright blue flies.

There’s a peacefulness in the country breeze

That maybe distance becomes the cause.

The Gasconade unwinds the city’s squeeze – 

A slow unfolding whisper and then a pause.

