Voyager
Petroglyphs at Salt Rock

With all the technology and skill they could muster,
they left here, on the rock,
birds, and turtles, and deer,
and a map of the river valley, 
and a picture of me.
They sent it hurtling through time to proclaim
	“This is who we are
	  and where we live
	  and what we have.”

Skipping past the last planet’s influence,
the spinning craft flashed into the free universe.
It contains recordings of our music and our mathematics,
expressions of our poetry and science,
a map of our solar system
and a picture of me.

Built and launched 
with all the technology and skill we could muster,
it screams to the scintillant stars,
	“This is who we are
	   and where we live
	   and what we have.”

“I am here.” this poem says.
I sent it to tell you of this time,
of this arrogant and beautiful species of being.
We are capable of great grace, and great terror,
in touch with timeless wonder
but holding this planet hostage to our social whims
while we slowly realize our relationship with the whole,
our brotherhood with each other
with every shining part, from the bird on the rock 
to the laser dance of the spaceship,
each thing born of the blinding bright crack of the void 
each thing carried in the common heart of each one,
each thing reminding us,
	“This is who we are
	  and where we live
	  and what we have.”

It is not hard to see myself 
someday trying to translate this, 
contemplating the me who wrote it,
wondering in subdued awe,
	“What was he thinking,
	  where did he come from,
	  and where did he go?”
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