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Solid, Unmistakable
Solid, unmistakable

like lemmings off a cliff
or dirty dominoes

they toppled
rigid postures

as if lava'd

unawares.
Through some amniotic sea-scape
seven blues
gouached and flattened
she went dreaming she was male;
when she woke she didn't know 
if she had dreamt that she was male 
or whether she was male 
and dreaming he was she.
And he, although his eyes were clearly closed 
wore a face that asked a question 
while he slept on like a baby 
sleeping awkward.
And she, with her eyes open 
had the strangest way to dance
like she'd been lava'd lying down 
then lifted upwards.
And like lemmings off a cliff

or dirty dominoes

they toppled
through some amniotic tide

gouached and flattened.
Author's Note:
-The third stanza of this poem owes a debt of inspiration to the Taoist philosopher Chuang Tzu's ruminations on having dreamt he was a butterfly, as retold in Arthur Cooper's introduction to his Penguin Classics anthology of poems by Li-Po and Tu-Fu. 
"The Taoist philosopher Chuang Chou (latter fourth, early third century B.C.) dreamt he was a butterfly; but when he woke said he did not know whether he had dreamt he was a butterfly, or whether he was not now a butterfly dreaming he was Chuang Chou."

-The title and first line of the poem are taken from Burton Watson's 1968 translation of Chuang Tzu's original written version of the story:

"Once Chuang Chou dreamt he was a butterfly, a butterfly flitting and fluttering around, happy with himself and doing as he pleased. He didn't know he was Chuang Chou. Suddenly he woke up and there he was, solid and unmistakable Chuang Chou. But he didn't know if he was Chuang Chou who had dreamt he was a butterfly, or a butterfly dreaming he was Chuang Chou. Between Chuang Chou and a butterfly there must be some distinction! This is called the Transformation of Things."
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