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Dream Time was published in a slightly different
form In Tom Chandler’s Poetic License
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Dall’s Porpoises

A small pod is feeding

along Johnston Strait

diving in circular arcs,

clock and counter clockwise,
their notched dorsal fins meshing
like so many gears

churning the sea.

They won’t stay

to greet the Orcas,

known to torpedo dolphins
for sport, we spotted

a mile up shore.
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Two dorsal fins

rip the surface,

each as large

as the keel

of a capsized sloop,

huffing thunderous exhales-

Humpft! Whoosh!
Humpft! Whoosh!

Then silence!

Till their silhouettes
resurface

several hundred yards
down Blackfish Sound.





