                                  The Visitation

into those still 

piercing eyes 

fixed not by fear  

but the crossing

into the realm

motionless 

then remembrance 

“there’s been a birth  

in the fox family 

don’t be afraid ”

stillness seeps 

through my veins

wanting to stay

needing to go

bowing  

then climbing 

 to the Oratory

holy water 

and The Icon 

Of The Visitation 

In the Oratory 

Silence prepares 
The Eucharist 

a window to the world 

behind her 

a flash of white 

disappearing 

into the old chapel

emerging as a deer 

white tail waving 

joy and invitation

toward the crossing

circling back 

gathering all 

prancing to the other side 

pathway and destination 

held 
in remembrance
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