In Broken Horse Country


Pinion pine scabland plains
Cradle winds like empty bowls of milk 
Laid out like blankets at five thousand feet

Spread across hope and forgetfulness

Roads as straight as time.

Snow on Eastern Oregon lava flows.
Cattle Country; high grasslands

So little of anything. 

Places in between, where truth is seen,

What works and what doesn’t.

When too dry and too cold, 
Ponderosa Pine pushes Douglas fir
to the edge of moisture.

Grand fir hangs on North slopes; 
Cedar and Tamarack where it’s wetter.
Lodgepole pine, the magician,

Forever hopeful on bad soils;

Way up high in the cold and dry.
The survivor.

Thin skinned Sub-Alpine fir 
at eight thousand feet Anthony Lakes

Like draped embroidered dresses
hung upon the mountain peaks.
In the canyons, Pine Grass, Nine Bark, 
Oceanspray and Elk Brush

Rocky Mountain Maple, 
welcome flecks of color;
A bodice of Beadlilly, Twin Flower 
between climax species
Set until they are taken out by fire 

Red Coyote Willow cloaks the feet of Pine

Purple Ceanothis, ice cream to deer,
Elevation and soil, ecotomes.
Juniper invades bunch grass

Takes back the ranch
While you were busy working to stay alive

Something changed and was lost.

Homesteaders and Pine Women
In broken horse country

Of the Umatilla Blue Mountains

Middle Fork John Day Canyonlands.
You can get through it.

You can get through it.
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