
S w a n  S o n g  

- fo r  C a l v i n  S i m m ons ,  cond u cto r 
born A p r i  I 27 1 9 50, d i ed A u gust  2 3  1 982 

Keith B ienert 

5 o u n d s  devo lve i n to exp l os ion 
in the beg i n n i n g of  the c o u n te r  i n d ustr ia l  revo l u t i o n  

C a l v i n  S i m m o n s  
l i k e  a f i n e  w i re ( f ine  as  a s t r a l  t h read) 
cond u c ted the m i nd of M a h l e r  
u n t i l  i t  l i t u p  i n  t h e i r  bra i n s  
l i k e  a f i l a m e n t  o f  c o l o red l i ght  
in  a v a c u u m  

i n  August  
after  twe n ty- s i x  years 
to make h i m s e l f  a n  i ns t r u m e n t  of l ight  
to br ing a m aster b a c k  to l i fe 
(bac k from the water a n d  the e a rth)  
after  the w i n d had made the water b o i l  
a t  Connery Pond 
pol i c e m e n  d ra g  the l a ke and chew tobacco 
w h i l e  they s m i l e 

2. 

d ressed i n  b l ac k  and w h ite 
the d e a d l y  desert  terror beasts 
lob b o m bs over t h e  net of  fear 
that s u rrou nds the c i ty 
in the dry s a n d  
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a n d  i n  the  m o m e n t  
the f i rs t  b o m b  
h a ngs above t he c i ty 
h a n g i n g  l i k e  o p p ress ion  
o r  the sec rets o f  
a l p h abet  s o u p  gove r n m e nt agen c ies  
in  the stat ic  a i r  

i n  that m o m e n t  
w hen w i c ked grav ity 
becomes a beam of s o u n d  
the net 

Bienert/Swan Song 

(the net of fear w h i c h  m ig ht as we l l  be a net of h ate) 
s h a tters 

3. 

a n d  the retrograde evo l u t i o n  of the m i n d 
( re m e m b e r  Venus) 
w i l l  p u n c h  i t  b a c k  
t h r o u g h  a door  
f ro m  tec h n o l ogy to m a g i c k  
(perhaps even to God) 

in e i ther  c ase 
the m i nd w i l l  be f reed 
(by destruct ion o f  the body 
o r  by the body s ta nd i ng in the doorway 
from i n s ig h t  to o u t s i g h t  
w i t h  the m i nd) 

4. 

a s h i n i ng s p h e re 
exp l odes i n  co l o rs 
above the squ are of p a l m s  
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NORTH R I DG E  REVIEW 

l ig h t  debri  
a long t he edges of the b l ast 
m ixes s l ow l y  pastel  
tow ard t he star 
that p u i s  h ighe r  a bove t he headstones 
(where the f reed a u ra b lend) 

as t h  mas e expand 
and v i bra n t  color  
v io l a te t h  dark n ess 
a n other f oree 
(as great a t he for e t ha t  pow r th  m i n d )  
c o m p r  t h  b l ast 

re;;� t i n g  swirl  of  debris 
l i k w h i r l i ng ga l x i es 
c o l l i d i ng beyond the edge o f  t h  u n iv r e 

both x p l o  ion 
a r  t h  Heels o f  c h ang 
( m ov d by th a m  fore that pow r th  m i nd) 
a fore f o u n d  i ng i n g  beyond t h  peri meter 
( l i k  f i l a m  n t  of  color d l ight  i n  a v a  u u m )  
a fore· that  o p  ns  the ro e 
and d rop the ed of revol u t ion 


