
Clark Fork Country

Butte, Missoula, Paradise, Pend O’Reille;

My heart has found a home here.

Far from any other life.

One step leads to the next.

The further east you go

The friendlier the folks;

The drier it gets.

You’ll get used to the trains.  Will I?

Silence so violated by industry.

The hum of humans; a place for us all.

In Montana there is work to be done,

Clouds rise from the wet forest and fields.

Highway 200; the “Big Sky Pantry”;

A smorgasbord of the out doors.   

Time to figure it out.

A real future or the suicide pact?

Even the Governor speaks of restoration.

It starts in the heart and on the job.

The light comes through the trees.

There is no more West; we are here.

Lay down your bones beside your father.

Plant trees.  It all comes through here again.

Sing your own song.

