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yes, mud
yes please hang on

the boots names thereupon icefield rock and top

uh huh a picture

I is eyes in the stars
I look at I could be

a ceiling of soft dark
height. . ..
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THE LEVEL

In a mind of mountains

the topography is cocked for disguise
the heart expects

everything moves as a level
surprise trips and turns the eye

the big boot starts in the underbrush
so readily stupidly

to follow the mind

which is tricked. What stick

but a fresh-skinned log wet

can start the foot slip lose

the elevation of the line a

cliff creek stop

what the compass-eye intended?

What earth can so undermine

as well as gravely roots

your ass in the air? Nothing

so much as the mind's line

the map to make the mountain's
trees the roads locate the eye's
desire to hold

the mirrored compass

to the eye to sight

the button push record the crown of larch
or branch or bark or granite rock.

In the mountain's mind

in the forest

there is no mistrust the intention
of the topography to be true

is as much a level

of the heart

as lines to place

a map the mind locate.






FURS

Fur
is the woods
fur
the body slat (down by the river
laid out like
fur
the dead dog the dead fur stiff stuff
corpse
1846
it was no longer profitable to trap the beaver"
1834
1820 1821
like a dog's yelp
beaver
horses

tracks
but not beaver

dogs

are our fur's the same thing
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those pierced nosed ones
ponies
bickering posts
it was not for money
it was for men
and their fur
was 'land'
geo-
fur

is the overland is the river the portage
where I sit up on a dear bear run
no longer a trapper's trail
and think that I have discovered
a language in the warm afternoon breeze
inside myself I feel the kootenay to 1ssue
from out of

as vapours
and the clouds which shuttle the mountains' peaks
where the beaver builds
he moves up to the head
at the back of the place
and makes that where the water comes from

before the flow
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muskrat martin
Hans Rasmussen
his my snowshoes
summer
in an old age
veteran
all cabins stocked with canned food
the trap-line
his talk.

111
the fur

is as clear as can be had
as trans-continental
or men of which virtue
they occupy little space
in a canoe
not fur
at all
for Jack Clarke

May, 1966
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