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 We walk alone in the world. Friends such as we desire  
 are dreams and fables. But a sublime hope cheers ever 
 the faithful heart…
    – Ralph Waldo Emerson





I.
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1.

Victor, we say, where are you? The wind has a mind of its 
own.

It has corrupted the dogs who refuse to mush but sit 
lazily head in paws.

It has whipped the snow like a dairy treat but we are 
allergic to dairy. 

Do not look us in the lips, which are chapped and cracked 
where our smiles used to be. 

On account of our beards, our wives wouldn’t kiss us – 
we wouldn’t let them come with us. 

We are now more alone than ever, and we’ve never been 
good at being alone: ask our bosses, our neighbors, our 
former amours.  

A friend like you, especially in the fresh air, will always 
be a breath of fresh air. 

We follow the horizon to where the blue of the sky meets 
the white of the ice.  

It took turbulence for us to get here, and for us to get 
here to pick up our phones.   

We cry to our wives, who cry to us, and so on. 

We need to find you we know, but knowledge was never 
our goal.
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We’re the heroes of an empty drama: involving no 
terrorists, nor crash landing.

We’d take comfort in Aurora Borealis, if there were any 
Aurora Borealis. 

We’d find joy in penguins, if there were any penguins.  

Victor, we say…  Victor, can you hear us! But there is no 
response. 

We tell ourselves about your pioneering ways with GPS 
and GLONASS, even though our signal is weak, and we 
are weaker. 
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2. Round after round 

To be so many friends to so many people. 

You’ve always been one of us even though you were 
never one of us.

The last time we saw you… when was the last time we 
saw you?

We’d all gone skiing in Canada, but you’d gone to Cancún 
– the postcard read 

   See you soon.

We never saw you soon.

We looked to the moon while tuning our guitars. 

It could have been the drugs – we were all on drugs – you 
never did drugs. 

There was the time you saved us from the guy whose 
girlfriend had a guilty conscience.

There was the time you sponsored a Christmas Swim for 
those of us who could not swim.

Somebody has to teach you, you said, pushing us cold and 
deep into the wake of the lake – and that someone isn’t 
me. 

For too long, you’ve avoided us.  
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Disappeared, just when the rest of us were trying to 
appear to the world. 

Out of the lake we paddled, until we shivered on shore.

You were already, someone said, out the door. 

For how long have we chased you – shot after shot at the 
bar?

Even in absentia, you put your credit card      down.  

It’s all paid for, the bartender said:     round 
 
   after round

     after round             after round 

   after round. 
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3.  

We’d blame you for this tour, if only this were a tour. 

In you, we see the possibility of authority, white flecks 
through a white beard. 
 
 When unions ground you, call Victor – 
 Where weather prevents you, call Victor – 

We’d look for you in the trees in the air – if there were 
any trees in the air. 

The only air here is for polar bear and walrus. 

To our chagrin, we are getting as thin as the air.

This sort of lean is no good for no-body. 

Our heads are lost in blue skies, without even a broken 
cloud.

We drift in high winds.
 
  When melting occurs, call Victor – 
  When war prevents you, call Victor –

With our dogs on our backs, we cross this single season 
of ice via snow-cats.  

Fifteen kilometers of visibility and still we can’t see 
anything.
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Short of cache positioning, short of personnel logistics, 
we await you like a star across the sky. 

We need re-supply. 

Your breath is not our breath.
 
  Breathe in Victor – 
  Warm Victor –

If there were trees, we’d be climbing them.  

If there were trees, you’d welcome us within their white 
globe of flowers. 



18

4. The hours go by like days 

The days go by like weeks.  

The weeks go by like years. 

And so on… and so on… and so:
 
  Once, you stole a coat. 

Once, we stole a coat.  

We stole it because we were cold.

Or, if not cold, drunk. 

We’re not drunk now because we have nothing to drink.

But if we had, say, a keg of beer, we would drink that keg 
of beer and then we would steal that coat. 

The coat hangs on a coat-rack at a nightclub too dingy to 
have a coat-check. 

The coat is hung by its sagging shoulder.

It’s a navy pea coat, heavy wool, double-breasted. 

There are black buttons which, if it were our coat, we’d 
replace with gold buttons. 

After dancing all night the cold freezes the sweat in our 
hair. 
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After dancing all night, it’s not capitalism, it’s 
communism.

Does this sound familiar? 

You went back inside to get us a coat. 

It wasn’t until the next day that someone came banging 
on the door. 

No amount of abuse could force us from under the duvet.

Only the abuser could – and would – if you didn’t occupy 
the door-frame. 

Newly sewn on the coat’s shoulder, you pointed to
your name.

Let me show you which is worse, he said, the cold or the 
pain.  


