Dry Ground 

There is no where to stand with dry feet.

The time has come to choose.

Where do you stand?

What will you do?

Brothers and Sisters, all of us.

Nothing left to lose.

Where do you stand?

What will you choose?

Do you stand with the wealthy?

Do you stand with the poor?

Do you shout to heavens, why is there not more?

Do you have the answers, have you knocked at heavens door?

Where do you stand? When you sit no more?

Now the shouting starts, like a slow building roar.

Waves of emotion, pounding at the shore.

No dry feet on that beach, not anymore…

Is that wave my brother shouting, is my sister shouting more!

Shouting at the waves, as they approach the shore.

And I ask you once again.

Where do you stand?

On that shore.

There is a place to stand, if you can agree.

I won’t shout at you, you don’t shout at me.

We shout because we think we cannot be heard.

As the surf roars loud in our ears, we raise our voices.

We must listen, listen, but not to the surf…

We must find a way to be, you be you, I be me.

We must search for the lovely.

We have a common bond…

Those who love Life.

Those who love Nature.

Those who love Science.

Those who love God.

Those who Love order.

Those who love Freedom.

The common bond is Love; we must explore there for dry ground.

There is dry ground.

