DOGS AND WOLVES

Across eternity, acrossitssnows

| see my unwritten poems,

| seethe spoor of their pawsdappling

the untroubled whiteness of the snow:
bristlesraging, bloody-tongued,

lean greyhounds and wolves

leaping over thetops of the dykes,

running under the shade of thetrees of thewilderness
taking the defileof narrow glens,

making for the steepness of windy mountains;
their baying yell shrieking

acrossthe hard barenesses of theterribletimes,
their everlasting barkinginmy ears,

their onrush seizing my mind:

career of wolvesand eeriedogs

swift in pursuit of the quarry,

through theforestswithout veering,

over themountain topswithout sheering;

the mild mad dogs of poetry,

wolvesin chase of beauty,

beauty of soul and face,

awhitedeer over hillsand plains,

thedeer of your gentlebel oved beauty,

a hunt without halt, without respite.



