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It’s about time

But if in your thought you must measure time into seasons, let each

season encircle all the other seasons, And let today embrace the past

with remembrance and the future with longing.

Kahil Gibran -The Prophet
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Beginnings
Wemet and didn't notice the meeting.
It began like that.
An old, old story waiting to be retold
and in the telling I learnt your name.
And when, casual, you asked me mine,
I told you shyly. As though confessing.
Oh, I was, I was.
And if I'm asked where it all began,
I will say that moment then,
in that second of unknowing,
before the coming of the Judas kiss.
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Waiting
My hands move,
empty gestures.
My mouth talks,
empty words.
My eyes see,
empty spaces.
I am not here.

The clock moves,
not enough.
The coffee pours,
not yours.
The phone rings,
not you.
You are not here.

I've been sitting,
I've been counting heartbeats,
counting the breath.
The hours falling away slowly.
I am sitting waiting.
There should be more beats,
more beats and less breath.
It's taking too long
this waiting for you.
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The Plimsoll Line
Twenty four caskets of white
on white drifts of mourning.

Are you sleeping heart?

Shores awash with bodies,
a cumulus of unknown faces,
their stories stolen, hidden in waves,
buried as numbers in a news report.
Did their clamour for life
not wake you?

Are you sleeping hurt,
maybe moved to murmur,
wondering where love has fled.
Dust and blood, ochre, red,
marooned in silver gilt
whispering here, here.

Are you listening heart?
The voices have gone,
cast off
one by one,
And in the silence do you yet hear
their call?
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Are you still asleep heart?
Look.
A child's plimsoll, washed clean
of its previous life,
lifts and rolls, pirouettes,
destitute on the water's edge;
A solo dance without a dancer,
a script with the wrong line.

Are you mute heart?
Twenty four caskets of white
on white drifts of mourning
await a voice.
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Twilight
Travelling the twilight.
A day dying in the last post
of a lone blackbird;
distance dimmed, colours gone.
Flit of bat, from the corner
of an eye, a shadow breath.
I stand time leached,
poised at the gate
of death and rebirth.
Alive and ready.

39


