


The Eye In The Rock

A high Rock face above Flathead Lake,
turned east where the light
breaks at morning over the mountain.

An eye was painted here by men
before we came, part of an Indian face,
part of an earth

scratched and stained by our hands.



It is only rock, blue or green,
cloudy with lichen,
changing in the waterlight.

Yet blood moves in this rock,
seeping from the fissures;

the eye turned inward, gazing back
into the shadowy grain

as if the rock gave life.

And out of the fired mineral
come these burned survivors,
sticks of the wasting dream:

thin red elk and rusty deer,
a few humped bison,
cyphers and circles without name.

Not ice that fractures rock,

nor sunlight, nor the wind

gritty with sand has erased them.
They feed in their tall meadow,
cropping the lichen a thousand years.

Over the lake water comes this light
that has not changed,
the air we have always known. ..

They who believed that stone,

water and wind might be quickened
with a spirit like their own,

painted this eye that the rock might see.
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