


I am stunned at such faith

the forty year faith of long ago lovers

my grandmother's faith in the old story

As we round the bend I catch a last sight of the hill
In the side mirror

I try to measure where the top would have been
and I am struck with the thought

that Aunt Jane was here before the highway
before the T.V. tower

She must remember Tippet Hill

before

when it stood like a dinosaur on the outwash plain
Maybe she stood at the top once

struggling to hold her own against the high prairie winds

She shakes her head

and I lean forward to catch her words

Used to be three times as high

And I wonder where I will go to meet my dead
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