
Y o u T e l l M e 

Y o u sit across f r o m m e , 

log ica l ly e x p l a i n w h y 

y o u n o longer 

w a n t to see ( love) 

( t o u c h ) 

( h o l d ) me. 

Y o u sit i n y o u r w o o d e n chair , 

&, l i k e the gardener at H a m p t o n C o u r t , 

use y o u r w o r d s l ike c l ippers 

to shape hedges of despair 

to t r a p m e i n . 

I r e m e m b e r s t a n d i n g 

( i n y o u r b a t h r o o m 

t o u c h i n g y o u r 

bott le of after shave) 

(by y o u r side, 

c o o k i n g breakfast, 

s t i r r ing the hash b r o w n s ) 

( o n the t h i n n a r r o w 

shoulder of G l o v e r R d . 

w i t h y o u 

w a t c h i n g R C M P 

free a v i c t i m 

f r o m his c r u m p l e d c a r ) 



W o r k i n g m y w a y 

b a c k t h r o u g h o u r maze 

of conversations; 

t a k i n g the d o g for w a l k s ; 

excursions i n t o V a n c o u v e r . . . 

W h e n I t h i n k b a c k . . . 

& I m o v e m y eyes 

f r o m m y m i n d 

to y o u r face, 

I t h i n k 

(it 's h a p p e n e d a g a i n ; 

there's been another acc ident) 

& I ' m i n y o u r k i t c h e n 

t a k i n g another s ip of coffee, 

d e l a y i n g the seconds before 

I look a r o u n d for the 

nice R C M P officer 

w h o w i l l free m e 

f r o m this wreck. 

H E A T H E R B R O W N 


