
The Road 

I f I use m y hands 

to shape strands of h o n o u r 

i n t o the sights a n d sounds 

of w o v e n b indings , 

extend these threads b e y o n d 

the l i m i t of m y v is ion, 

the ear th slips, 

then falls away. 

Y o u cannot h o l d m e n o w . 

T h e r e is coo l r h y t h m 

i n the p u l s i n g grey 

of b u r n i n g rubber 

o n endless pavement , 

a n d smoky stories 

to be whispered later 

i n m u l t i p l e s of two. 

S . A N N B E C K 


