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San Joaquin Valley 
BY DENNIS TRUDELL 

Across a long land, 
At the end of a scheme dreamed in shade 
Is my place, is a soft meadow's green 
And a sky lifted high, painted blue. 
Outdoors there is a morning air, 
Caressing the day and wakening a soul 
In the boy in the scenes of my dream. 

There's a stir in the field 
And another inside-things are growing, 
Ripening in meadow and me. 
It waits over the hills, beyond reaches at sunset, 
This green growing place by the sea. 
Then dark, and I dream and often I seem 
To feel the night-winds urge Go, 
Go now. Cross the long land. 
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