ARGENTINA IN THE MIND
To Josefina Núñez Gonzales and Georgette Loubet
Only the rust-flecked rowel remains,
artifact of plains rich in dust
and space. It is a star-wheel, an iron sun.
Once it spun on a pin, long gone;
gone the spur, the gaucho heel, the mare
which moved under skies wide as love
or fear. By what grace did the rowel remain?
What is selected? what transformed?
Clear as memory light outlines
each iron ray against the pane;
the wheel’s silhouette redefines
the day beyond the window in a new way,
as memories, those artifacts of the mind,
select and transform amorphous time.
Argentina in the mind. How things fetch up,
flotsam along a coastline stretching
to a Land of Fire where one may find
glaciers, ice like glass, permafrost, snow.
The surreal is important because it is true.
Disparate things connect. Life is a palimpsest,
and lost images below show through.
Flat as a well-loved book the pampas rest
open to the rowel-sun, wind, Southern Cross: Look,
how the lad grows — maté gourd, godfather, horse, lasso...
The tale unwinds. For years. The force
upon the mind attests, of course,
that somehow it is our tale too.
Star-wheel, iron-sun, time flakes away.
You spin on a pin of light now.
Your weight in the window makes the day
around you bright: like awaking
to the artifact of a dream—
a cowbell, a thong,
a harness ring.
High windows
in a Buenos Aires flat look out across
the silver river to Uruguay. Friends gather
for a meal, chat, camaraderie; words flick and toss
like sparrows, fling, peck, flock together.
They talk till late— new books, trips abroad,
Latinity, maturity... Ideas accumulate.
The sparrow words take wing, fly about, alight.
Far below the river gleams in the pale city night.
All rivers are silver, all rivers gleam,
but the Rio de la Plata is silver twice,
named for a dream.
The rowel rolls beneath a lateral sky.
Each point pricks a tiny hole,
perforates a page; leaves flick, flap, fly away.
The book, the boy, youth take flight.
Think what the wind knows, the pampero, say,
as it journeys through endless night and light.
On the mind’s wind dreams blow
into memories, memories collide with fact,
fact dissolves into artifact:
how hard the letting-go.
What is truth
but seeing how things connect?
I weigh the rowel in my hand.
Truth is real.
Argentina is a real land.
Argentina in my mind is true.
Life is a palimpsest,
and lost images below show through.