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Once there  were  greenstones under the sea

Down in the trenches, where none of us could see 

Once there were  lavas,  a crust of  black  basalt

Altered and shattered, uplifted by a fault.

Once they were  piled up as pillows, gingerly  

Once there were  limestones, piled upon chert 

Buried by sandstones, silt, and clay and dirt

Squeezed by subduction, where  heat  and pressure reign

Fractured and folded, they form this old terrain 

Scraped and accreted , together they remain

       They’re Mesozoic, that’s how old they are

       They’ve all been jumbled and traveled very far

       Some metamorphosed, while others stayed the same

       Long  before the  San Andreas  made  its  claim  to fame

Once there  were  greenstones  under the sea 

Gabbro-basaltic, they met their destiny

Battered  and jumbled, accretionary  wedge

Made California the continental edge

Now they are greenstones in mountains, by the sea
