Now we’re back

Eden isn’t gone.

It’s never been away

- here all the time.

A bird call, white sparkle

in twinkling water.

Ancestors must have just crusted over and lost touch with it,

   no longer remembered.

Of course they couldn’t tell us.  They didn’t know.

After the early morning shower,

Mountain rain water floats down the green hill,

Sparkles in the light.

Eden isn’t a myth.  It’s right here, right now.

We’ve just been busy doing other things.

Now we’re back.

