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Shooting the Grand Canyon Rapids

The river—like horses running before us—

kicks froth high to outrace a force we do not know.

In a fluid roller coaster we drop deep 

between unseen convergence of narrowing canyonwalls. 

Bounced by jutting boulders, almost swallowed— 

suddenly ejected in a bombastic blow to the top— 

we begin another submersion in frenzied water. 

Now riding one of those broncos,

fear makes hands grip tight on ropes surrounding us. 

Our tailbones slam repeatedly on metal planks—our seats—

until emergence to tranquil swirls and spray. 

We laugh, beg our tribal boatman to go back 

to see if we can do better in this rapid a second time.

On shore, relentless heat and blazoned cliffs become our rest.

Above, new stars explode, while older galaxies expand.

Wetness from river clothes cools us while whispers of fine sand

caress our faces throughout a sleepless night. 

Could I survive on my own if the raft capsized, 

and the river overwhelmed me? 

I rehearsed. Turn my feet downstream, 

control my breath, cross my arms over my life vest, 

bend my knees, and raise my bottom. 

Yes, I know exploring toes will feel the boulders, 

redirect my path to calm and safe serenity— 

so I can do this once again.
