Round Again

Sharing tea and scone and stories

With prayers and smudge

We sought a better way

To restore harmony and balance

A new circle


From all the four directions

We welcomed the children home


With pipe and drum


Song and prayer and tears

Set their spirits free 


From pain




And shame

But like boiling water 

Poured into a cracked tea-pot

Emotions shattered 


Fragile egos

We did not know how deep


The hurts were held
The tea soured

The scone burnt

The stories grew bent and twisted New hurts scattered 


The points of the circle




To the four winds




Like dregs in the bottom of the cup


Some remained

To try again 
To do this difficult 



dangerous 





work

Of hearing one another

Of saying when it hurts


And why

Of sticking with it even when


It gets too tough


And quitting seems easiest

Sharing tea and scone and stories

With prayers and smudge


Building trust


Letting go, but...

Holding onto the dream 




Of a better way 

We come full circle 


Seeking harmony and balance

The same circle, round again

From all the four directions
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