
identity crisis 

it wasn t m e 

shel ter 

gasmask i n a b o x 
fifty years ago 

's a film 
late n ights e n t e r t a i n m e n t 

sma l l c h i l d i n the a i r r a i d 

h a r d to be l ieve 
mvsel f 

sol i tary i n an a e r o p l a n e 
s w i n g i n g across the sixties 

the sequel 
s e c o n d h a n d s y m p a t h i s i n g wi th 
passionate farewells a n d 

w h e n the set's t u r n e d of f 

c l u t c h i n g for l o n g seconds 
a l i f e t ime 

w h i l e y o u walk away 

that wasn ' t m e e i ther 

separa t ions 

I wa tch 

p. n . w. donnelly 

(Editor's Note: T h e second line of this poem regrettably was omitted when it was first 
published in ARIEL, Volume 26, N u m b e r 3, July 1995) 


