
Dancing In Rarefied Air

Wallace to Thompson Pass

North Fork Coeur d’Alene 
Rises between steep walls 

Pritchard Murray ghosts

Steep winding roads 
Move wet with

Streamside dreams.

The river rooted up for silver.
Hard rock crushed; a stunted tree,
Rip-Rapped stream banks. 

Rushing water and hot sun

Some kind of future - 

God is not forgotten.

We dance on Thompson Pass

And sing in rarefied air.

Whirling dervishes in my mind.

Alive outside in the leafy green

The joy of flowers and bare feet

Not a soul to be seen.

The Clark Fork opens

Downward through White Pine, 

Ponderosa, and Lodge Pole 

Stretch their arms forever.
Fire formed tree-scape in 1910, 

The “big blow up” burned towns;
Birthed fear a hundred years ago, 

The life span of lodge pole pine.

It will burn again.

The mad woman’s rant and rave.

In Thompson Falls.
Montanans speak their mind.

“Wolves are misunderstood”, she says. 
Once touched by humans

Ruined, no longer wild.

Paradise Montana, 
Green islands in the Clark Fork

Second cutting down in mid-July.

Hay pungent in the air

Rolled up or baled, it is down. 

Cabinet Mountains south and east

Wild horse country, 
open grasslands, blue sage

Below the woods

With sulfur springs

We sang our healing songs.  
Songs in the morning.  

Songs all day and into the dream time.

Songs at night.

Give us some hope.  Give us a story.

“It ain’t the forest, it’s the woods”.

“It ain’t a concept; it’s a way of life”.

We can heal this place 

And be healed as we do.

Dancing in rarefied air is a good start.
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