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A Summer Morning's Dream 
In the Land of the Chasse-galerie 

An August morning, 
clothed in the moist folds 
of a heavy-hanging mist. 
Outside my tent 
the vapour-laden air 
casts over me its comforting warmth. 
The early dawn holds promise 
of an ever-changing perspective 
as the trailing clouds 
retreat over the verdant hills. 
I launch my canoe gently 
on the water's tranquil surface 
and made my silent way 
through the invisible, all-enveloping veil. 

Like brushstrokes 
on an impressionist canvas, 
the jagged tips of evergreens 
thrust through the leafy branches. 
The mirrored depths 
stretch to infinity, 
rising from the dim horizon 
as though wedded to the visible air. 

A luminous ray 
steals shyly through. 
The curtain is about to rise; 
the shadowed forms 
take on a sharper line. 
Colours cast off 
their milky tint. 
From my soundless paddle 
the ripples dance away, 
and images of the landscape 
break and follow in their train. 

Already the horizon limits earth and sky. 
The treetops stand revealed. 
The sun begins to filter through 
the swirling ribbons of the mist, 
encrusting with a thousand jewels 
the sombre tapestry of night. 

And now the dawn's first pallid gleam 
gives way to bands of deepening hue. 
In the valleys' leaf-green depths, 
the last diaphanous strands 
linger a moment, and are gone. 
The landscape comes new-minted into view, 
bathed in the warm and vibrant glow 
of this jewel of August days. 
So fades a midsummer morning's dream, 
a dream I wish might have no end. 


