
considering my passage 
 
below the wet translucent plain 
a slipping backwards plow 
my paddle slows 
 
to the river bank 
where natives  
consider my passage  
 
cleared away 
the fir trees are sparse 
my canoe is made of fiberglass  
 
as they turn away 
into the cover of woods; 
colored warriors 
 
fade away 
as if they were there  
and not my imagination 
 
BJFR 6-20-91 

 


