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M e m o r y  A r o u n d

T h e  C a m p f i r e

Waking up at dawn, on a dry river-bed in Jordan, I heard an outdoor rustle

I could not determine from the comfort of my sleeping bag. Ever curious, I 

unzipped my tent to witness a local goat-herder, alongside her prized group 

of goats.  

Fully-covered, in thirty-one degree morning heat, face masked, our eyes        

met for a fleeting and daunting moment. Language was not necessary. We were 

connected so deeply, so briefly, before reality of today’s world separated us       

yet again!

Job, status, country, material possessions fade into oblivion when the moment 

comes to share a smile with another, far from the madding crowd, far from our 

usual circumstances, yet close to the heart and soul.  
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