THREE SPRINGS

Up where forests have pushed
back through fences, belief
comes more easily, comes
sometimes, for us, despite

all our learning, even

as it comes for that man

we both love. Remember

the day he took us

away from the lake,

from the roads, far

into a valley, fern-covered

and filled with the high calls
of warblers ready to mate.
Remember and this might help
you when, shaking,

you stand outlined before

our window, drawing from its blank
chill what comfort you can
against the fear mounting at night.
He showed us the stream
Overgrown in watercress,

kept fresh, he assured us,

even in the heart

of the harshest winter

by the three springs he led

us to. Water rising,

unbidden, always rising,
spreading in an arc of green.
Remember and this might help
you as.t-heélps that mang

our friend, who knoews more

than I know of féat’s

g -hard presencel Remember this:
- we pushed our hands into them,

down through water and sand

until we could bury our shoulders
in that pulse of cold water.

Keith Taylor

This activity is supported by the

Michigan Arts and Culture Council, o < = ‘
admlnlstered by _Central Upper s Y CUPPAD W
Peninsula Planning and Development.

G Sponsored By Superior

Watershed Partnership




