
Firmament 

 

A being built of snow walks 

transverse to the wind  

it is armed with mirrors and 

pulls the sea slowly behind it 

 

explosions of seagulls are 

encircled by the gusts of vanished days  

falling upwards from the night  

 

inland an upright palm catches 

the cool breath of wind 

blows away from the eyes  

 

prizes the tongue loose at night 

flows into a hand-cupped lake. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Translation: Michele Hutchison 


