  Above the plain of Finnmark

Across the bleak polar sky

above the sullen icy sea

passes a solitary swan.

His lonely tempo resonates within me.

The contemptuous coast beyond

dark and low

perceives not this great innocence

lifted from oblivion

by the improbable persistence

of white beating wings.

I have flown past him

called by space

wide and opulent around

my own mental lift.

The limitation and impermanence

of a single life suddenly shattered, 

neither finite nor unique,

borrowed, borrowing, dissolving

into another’s thoughts

gaining substance from that one

sitting at a desk laden

like an Arab donkey

with uncertain feeling,

a porcelain cup, an oriental pot

both as distant and fragile as

their anemic kaolin.

Irrepressible vagabond 

I travel to unnamed places

contrived from the commerce

between wake and sleep.

I am the figure of all the shadows

of my absence

a supposition verified through

latticed glimpses of the mind

furtively uncovered by another consciousness

equally guessing at why she is there

in a possible place.

It is because the swan flies on

above the plain of Finnmark

bearing the dream of all dreams that is mine.

***

