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  To Joan, as always and as ever, my close companion and wife. She continues to sparkle. Her inviolable reasoning, challenges, good humor, and love make all the difference.




  A good traveler is one who does not know where he is going, and a perfect traveler does not know where he came from.




  —Lin Yutang




  The universe is a strange place. We are children here at best, ignorant of our origins, our future, or even the right questions to ask.




  —Dennis Overbye




  What is life? It is a flash of a firefly at night. It is the breath of a buffalo in wintertime. It is the little shadow which runs across the grass and loses itself in the sunset.




  — Crowfoot




  I do not understand the process of imagination, though I know I am very much at its mercy I feel that these ideas are floating around in the air and they pick me to settle upon.




  —Joseph Heller




  The poem is a spirit. It comes we know not whence. It will not speak at our bidding, nor answer in our language. The poem is not our servant; it is our master.




  -A. C. Bradley
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  AUTHOR’S NOTE




  The poems presented in this volume are the winners in an arduous contest as to which ones would make the cut. I apologize to the “losers," trying to placate them with the fact that the author's judgment can often be suspect. Those presented here refused to be abandoned. Some have been slightly revised—a word, a phrase, some punctuation.




  I don’t remember exactly when it happened. The Muse, in the form of a very devoted and provocative friend, suggested (actually, insisted) that I could create the bridge between conscious and subconscious, normally in dreams, if I would sit quietly and touch thoughts, feelings, and fantasies through the pen in my hand. (Most of the poems were written on an old Sears typewriter.) “You will learn a lot about yourself" she promised.




  What came out is what can be called the expurgation, the initial commitment to expression. It then became necessary to craft the initial drafts into respectable pieces of literature.




  And so it began, much to my surprise, because I had never thought of myself as a writer. My friend, sadly, has been gone for many decades, but her spirit continues to reside in the Muse. And subject to her moods and when she desires, she sits on my shoulder or on my head and whispers all kinds of things in my ear. (Some are much too personal to share here.) I learned long ago that I have no choice but to do her bidding.




  She also demands an excruciatingly careful examination of every idea, every line, every word. Rewriting a poem twenty or thirty times has been surprisingly fulfilling. I enjoy immensely getting her to finally nod her head in approval. And then I can nod mine, too.




  D. E. A.




  INTRODUCTION




  Poetry is a language adequate to experience, and the range of a poet’s career will vary with the range of experience that he or she faces, directly or indirectly. Donald Everett Axinn has been writing poems for nearly half a century, and he has faced up to many things. This volume of new and selected poems is a testament to his steady and evolving vision, his ability to record what he has seen. Travel in My Borrowed Lives brings together a wide selection of his best work, drawn from different places in his writing life. But the stamp of individuality—the personal voice of the poet—lives on every page. Axinn shows an admirable consistency in his very human concerns: his love of nature, his affection for family and friends, his wish to explore regions of mind as well as regions of sky.




  Axinn is a businessman and pilot as well as a poet and novelist, and has pushed himself to the limit in these different fields. In the title poem of an early book, “The Hawk’s Dream” he sounds a deeply personal note:




  

    I am




    spawned by




    sun and wind;




    each night




    when day sleeps,




    I dream




    of a white hawk




    who




    dreams of me.


  




  He is, of course, himself the white hawk, taking a wide view of the world. This is a book of explorations and aerial surveys, and readers will find a wide variety of settings and occasions. There are love poems here, as in the beautiful “First Love,” and poems that express the ineffable love we feel for children, as in “Rachel,” one of the most delicate of lyrics in this collection. “Death of the Son” is a fierce and compelling poem about making peace with one’s father—a subject which Axinn returns to inexorably as he tries to come to terms with the strong father who played such a vivid role in his life. Indeed, Axinn examines the many angles of this life, its origins (in Eastern Europe) and trajectory, in many of these poems, such as “Signs and Signals” where he writes, “I descend from a line that courses from one generation / To the next” These angles create shapes and forms on the page, as a life begins to fall into places in the lines of poetry.
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