
Deep as Cedar Groves
Bull River eddies, bows beneath
The Cabinet Range, still cold as snow,
With silence deep as cedar groves.
Homestead, hearth and horses

Far beyond the American Dream

This is Montana!  A world of its own.

She sings the fire of her eyes.
They laugh at their own foolishness.

It all pales before this:
Blue fusion lights, emptiness;
The sacred dance of lovemaking.

Heaven on earth; earth their heaven.
Two halves grasp for a whole.

Sweat and skin clasp together;

Forgive the past for being forgotten.

For a moment they are the universe;

For a moment they are healed forever.
Rise and flash of bull trout feeding.

Cadis fly taken; a line gone taut.

She squeals as the fish whirls out.

Slowly he came ashore and  

Looked her in the eye.

She set him free.

White logs, river gravel.
Elk tracks prance in mud.

What other life could there be?

But to sing the light in your head.
And laugh at your own perfections.

Beneath sky, mountains and sun.
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