The Wilderness Vagaboncl

Some Pcoplc think he’s human.
'minclined to say he’s not.
But l’” be sure to be there
thn his email names the sPot.

Beladen with a backPacl(

Of fantastic outdoor gear,
Hell greet you at the trailhead
With a grin from ear to ear.

With camera at the rcacly

And GFSin hand,
Hell cagcr|3 share his permit

T o see the Promised | _and.

Tl'lroughout the Southwcst dcscrt,

thrc the gulchcs are so grand,

]’cl swear he knows each contour

| ike the creases in his hand.

] know it’s more than lcgcncl.
What PcoPlc say is rigl’nt.
Youll never see his shadow

While asPhaIt’s still in sight.

But while the Pcrmit’s valid,
thrc e’erthe rcptilcs roam,
Hc’” be thcrcjust as surc|3
As tho it were his home.

l—lc’s led me thru T}'lc Canyon

And shared God's greatest views.

J'm sure it’s his cathedral

But] never found the pews.

]’vc learned to get up caHy
On the day the Pcrmit’s througl‘:
T o walk with him some miles

Before he fades from view.

DcsPitc his gracious invite
Tojoin him for this Wl’lilc,
He a|wa35 seems to sPrint ahead

Within the trail’s last mile.

Herll snndthes coringcomer:
But before l get there too

|t's never failed to haPPcn
Thathe’s clisappcarcd from view.

Jve tracked the Vibram Footprints
UP to a sandstone lcdgc
But never saw a soul in sight

‘Ccpt alizard on the cdgc.

No sooner did | spot him,
Hc gave a wink and nod,

Then c]uicug sPrintccl off into
leat land beloved bg God.

Now whene’er l spot a rcPtilc
Bcncath a desert frond

| recognize a sighting

Of the Wilderness Vagabond!
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