                                Arroyo Seco Canyon Restaurant Dog

The pale blue eyes 

have been here before,

when these hills 

had winds sweeping clean

flights down into the valley.

The eye of the wolf 

part of the wind,

not an obstruction like

this bright green tinned roof chalet

stuck into the slope

to become the eye overlooking 

and yet not part of, 

sage strewn rocky 

washes skipping down.

Sprawled across the doorway 

wolf and dog having become one

in the progress from rushing wind

to this barbecue steakhouse, 

watching with eyes 

so white-blue pale

they are the fringe 

where sky and cloud blur,

opening another sky

within the sky, 

the hazy hole

where time gets caught

floating over and over

becoming entwined 

in it own wispy strands.

The dog's eye has within its swirling

an innocent place of wolves

soaring in the wind

no one will ever find. 

I look lost in these mirrors,

imperturbable yet wild, 

eyes of wolf, shepherd, and husky, 

and slide by ice fields, 

howling wind-whipped 

tree limbs, skipping spirits 

down the slopes

straining at the trunks 

to join the rush 

down into the mad swirl 

of baying, blowing abandon, 

now sitting quietly on a doormat.
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