
The Okanogan Highlands




The womb inside
The rising beauty of rounded tree clad mountains.
Soft farmlands still green in late July.
Forest stands thick with work.
The hum of logging trucks on distant highways.
Chickadees, sparrow and bob-white

And chainsaws in the forest

Time between the footsteps.
A place to be human.
Barbed wire on gray wooden posts;
Pioneer homes like dissolved broken bones.
Cattle and horses and dirt roads.
Nearest neighbor a quarter mile, 
The next five more

This place, the Okanogan Highlands,
With all the grace of place and truth and beauty;
You must work to stay alive,
In the rhythm of the seasons.
The sky and truthful mountains:
Mt. Anne, Bonaparte and Wauconda

The precious July rain. 

Soft breeze in your ear.
At night bears come to his dreams.

Dreams of truth and beauty.

Seeds that have died in dry dirt: broken love.
Others lay dormant: springs yet to come.

Life’s promises fallen short

Held together by the summer rain.

This is where their days pass

Their lives together.

She holds his nights together by her touch
She will be there fragrant in the morning 
And fertile in the noon day sun.

She keeps him alive in the highlands

With soft undulating breath.

The great green fields hold them together.
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