You Are Growing Before Our Eyes
Today you are rooted and grounded in love,
standing on the cusp of tomorrow’s wonder;
on the doorstep of joy.

“Go on.  Go on.  Go on,”
are the bravest two words I know.
My father said them to my brother and me as he
pushed our sleds down the hill at Bryan Park.

“Go on.  Go on.  Go on,”
my mother admonished
as I left for summer camp, college, graduate school.

We say “go on” to people
we love whether its down a slippery slope
or off to another world beyond our control.

We say, “No matter how fast you slide,
or how far you go, we will be at the bottom of the hill
in spirit to see you to safety.”

We will be in your photo albums and mirrors
to remind you we were here, witnessing
your growing before our eyes.

The rivers are shouting,
the trees are clapping their colorful hands,
“Go on.  Go on.  Go on!”
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