
To a Red Wolf

The first thing I notice are his eyes;
almond shaped and full of longing
for what I cannot say.
Perhaps he knows about his overwhelming fate.
His cinnamon pelt begs to be free
to run wild in the forests and prairies
to walk the night with his keen eyesight
and feed alone, under the great moon

but he cannot, will never be free
he must pace the land behind a pane of glass
because the world is not ready for him
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