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He who nav1gated with success
the dangerous river of his own birth
once more set forth

on a voyage-of discovery - S LNy
5 into the land I floated on
but could not touch to claim.

His feet slid-on the bank, - - o
the currents. took him
he sw1rled w1th ice and trees 1n the swollen water

'10 and. plunged into distant regrons Lo B |
. hishead a ba;thysphere . 4 &
through his eyes’ thin glass bubbles : P R

ke’ looked out, reckless adventurer :
on alandscape stranger than Uranus
15 we have all been to and some remember.

There was an accxdent the air locked,
_he was hung in the river like aheart.. ..« . s e
They retrieved the swamped body, . ... . N

cairn of my plans and future charts,
20 with poles and hooks .
from among the nudging logs.

It was spring, the sun kept shining, the new grass
leapt to sohdlty,

25 After the =lonfg trip I'was etlred of wavé's-.
My foot hit rock. The dreamed:sails
collapsed, ragged. . *.

I planted him in thls country
like a flag.
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Even when poets present themselves as if they were:speaking dlrectly to
in their own voices, their poems present only a partial portrait, something
isiderably less than the full personality and character of the poet. Though

a'nned spherical chamber for deep-sea observation.



