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He had a muse as his ice-skating teacher,
Terpsichore in winter guise -- behold:

his brow is bared, he wears black riding breeches,

upon his chest there burns a medal's gold

He whitls, and underneath the diamond lightning
of his intelligence-defying skate,
breaks off its curve, then, like a star, develops

the illustration of a flower orate.

And thus, upon the ice compact and silky,
a sunflower is outlined. But wait -
have I myself, with that melodious whistling,

not flashed before you with a poem's skate?

1 left behind a single verbal figure,
an instantly unfolding flower, inked
And yet tomorrow, vertical and silent,

the snow will dust the scribble-scrabbled rink.
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