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I have come to this hill at sunset  …     To savor a vision that’s grander than Man 

With the distant mountains, blue horizons – infinite and pure; 

I yearn for Nature and aspire to breathe free 

What doth our Mother the Earth gift us each season of sun? 

What will we choose to preserve for generations to come? 

Are we the masters of our own existence –– or just slaves to our needs and desires? 
Instinctively drawn to the fire … in spite of the pain … Like a moth to a flame 

Once this was desert that stretched to the ocean.  Now here are cities that reach to the sky 
Polluting the air and wasting the waters.   Uprooting the earth and threatening fire.
With our coal and wood and gas and oil, every place has become despoiled.
Nature will survive …   But what of our children’s lives? 
What doth our Mother the Earth gift us each season of sun? 

What will we choose to preserve for generations to come? 

Are we the seeds of our own destruction; and the means of our own demise?   

Instinctively drawn to the fire … in spite of the pain … Like the moth to the flame 

Summer sunlight … filters through the forest … while the
Tangled branches … dance upon the breeze … and the 
Cool clear waters … ripple over pebbles … 
Changing … colors … in the stream …  like a dream … 

Now here I stand on this hill at sunset  …     Surrounded by Nature – serene and sublime 
A Universe vast and beyond comprehension  …   Connected by Energy, Substance, and Time 
Though our ancient glaciers melt, and our sacred forests burn 
I refuse to give up hope.   I have faith we can return.  
And I believe and pray… that we can learn some day …

To forge a future so much better than our past 
What doth our Mother the Earth gift us each cycle of light? 

What will we choose to protect and preserve so our children survive? 

Are we the victims of our own deception –– adrift in a sea of denial?
Instinctively drawn to the fire … in spite of the pain … Like the moth to the flame 
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