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Certainty

On this run, Just to heag_

the young snow, softly groaning
under my feet and keep going

till my hungry legs

are satisfied, all the while
inhaling the brutal low sunlight,

On a hill, in sharp lines

against the flat blue sky

a polar dog stares into the distance
and we are not here anymore

not in this park,

Perhaps along a railway yard outside Archangel
or in a suburb of Nome, Alaska,

A part of the world where animals
still have the power of speech,

I pressed the image of his stillness
into the soft clay of my mind
observing how oddly it rhymed



