Polar Souls

by Albert Stimson

The sun itself

has no power

in my world,

where tired trees 

slide slowly down

wet window panes.

I shiver in 

warm window light,

wonder why nothing

is new at 

twenty-one, wonder

what nameless sickness

or hidden discontent

cuts, like a 

frozen river through

the cold ground

of my life.

Why do I

crave darkness,

the anonymous chill

of being no one

to anyone, alone

on the borders

of the field

of dusk?


[For two people,

reading simultaneously.]

The sun, a god,

full of power,

lights this world,

where trees dance

a still dance

in morning light.

I bathe in 

icy rivers and

know that everything

is new at 

twenty-one, wonder

at the cloud

of open beauty

that, like a 

rushing river flows,

thawing the ground

of my life.

Why do I 

seek the light,

the naked glow

of being one

with everyone, surrounded

by the shafts

of the light

of dawn?

