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Journeys 

W a k i n g in m y room 
you ta lk of cafes i n Jerusalem 
where we have never travel led 
and stars fa i l to shine. 
The paint ing on m y cei l ing 
is your photograph, 
a naked, b lackbird dawn, 
the lake blue as your eyes. 

A t the border, the guards smile. 
Y o u are mov ing somewhere 
between m y dreams, 
but I cannot remember the town, 
the flat, brown country. 
Y o u r voice reminds, 
your hands explore a s t i l l wood, 
cool i n the leafed green, 

your silence 
is of birds and woodlands. 
A lways , we ta lk of Jerusalem, 
the figures by the lake, 
the smal l boats t id ing into ra in . 
Our hands at last are s t i l l , 
and our voices enter contentment. 
We are journeys deep inside m y room. 
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The crops 
are a l l displayed, 
neat, predictable, 
achieving an almost natura l green. 
The heat, even, 
is arranged. 
R a i n is of no consequence. 

B u t at night, 
bereft of company, 
the plants voice the i r anger, 
a th in 
chorus of wai l ing, 
beating against the glass. 

End of Season 

When I arr ive, this end of season silence 
holds me, 

l ike the walls containing tides, 
a ta l l exposure of melancholy. 
A l l morning, I search among shadows, 
the eyeless shops, the green stare of shutters, 
the streets w ind ing into water. 
B l i n d w i t h a fine sand, 
October lurches towards me, 
a sandcrab pincered motion, chased by a c i rc l ing dog. 

The event, as always, escapes description. 
I see your smile, 

ghosting a desolate seashore, 
the dog and gul l chased hours leading to the sea, 
the misery of hal f remembered memories. 
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What 's left of pa in l ingers i n the eyes, 
and the sea empties into sky, 
dra in ing a t i red emotion. 
Enormous, the past surrounds me, 
l ike a graveyard of summer's laughter. 

Ye t the town is not prepared for m y questions. 
Wrapped in br ight colours, 

tarted by paint and l ight ing, i t heaves 
reluctantly into winter, ignor ing the summer's end 
in a brief, electric charade. 
F o r a month, the old are welcome, 
and the sick, led by their nurses, s tar ing at the promenade. 
Cheap rates and fog for October, 
and a wind, cutt ing to the heart, 
reminding them of things they had forgotten. 

In chairs, they move towards silence. 
The i r smiles are rehearsed, 

their eyes dulled w i th expectation, 
their hands, gr ipping and re laxing. 
Alone, or t rave l l ing in pairs, 
they trundle bleakly through the morning , 
a l l laughter exaggeration, 
their voices waver ing i n the a ir . 
A s usual, the town is prepared, 
and sweeps them gai ly into battalions, 

cheap rates and empty hotels. 
Go ing by me, 

they ignore m y stare, indifferent 
as the shells and your memory. 
The event, as always, escapes description, 
and I pincer, l ike the sandcrab, into silence, 
turn ing f rom the mournful shores. 
To this, our love w i l l take us, 
the knowledge that loneliness clarifies, 
the escape f rom loss into tedium. 


