
 

 

 

 

 

Canoeing in the Barren Grounds 

 

A thin dark line from shore to shore 

   Water, sky—and nothing more 

Hypnotic in their ebb and flow 

   As distant islands come and go 

 

On we paddle, lost in thought 

   Which is real, and which is not? 

Adrift upon this endless stream 

   Could life itself be but a dream? 

 

   STC, 1966 


