Last Orders – performance draft (short)

I

I reach the railway lines which say

‘when will I return, if ever’?

‘when will I return, is it

likely to be never’? For it is difficult

to look ahead; the way is not well lit.

I close the door behind me,

of the rented bungalow,

by the bookies and the pub.

On the road between here 

and the town centre

something is missing.

The tarmac speaks 

the blackness of the night 

it lies under. The child 

has left these shadows,

gone amongst the slowly ticking, 

recent hours.

I close the high street bars behind me;

their high ceilings, coved 

and corner-pieced -

relics of a grander dream

of some old industrialist:

those carpets which 

pretend, that plush-red Victorian

etiquette, you find across 

a Bernie Inn: you peering 

in, into an empty afternoon;

when the machines have paid out

and the Ladbrokes slips fallen,

and nobody is in town anymore.

I wonder if you looked through

taxi windows then, remembering

anything of steel has disappeared 

from the rivers now – only the ghosts of it, 

in the male voice choir baritones.

Or wiped a misted rear window, seeking

the red with copper tints

where embers cut a trail

of furze burnt off, a thousand

feet above this tarmac, across black

moors where partridges are cumbersome

and how the terriers: after stuff,

leapt above the heather and the inns

which still sit in the hill slope eves

waiting for a youth to return

and drape a de-mob jacket

over bar stools once again.

I reach the railway lines which say

‘when will I return, if ever’?

‘when will I return, is it

likely to be never’? For it is difficult

to look ahead; the way is not well lit.

II

Back in London, there are

three out of four of us

in this old, tall house,

who have recently stood,

in the ventriloquy of grief

and know how

the blank page comes

which history will

no longer fill: we see between

the branches of the dark metallic, 

leafless trees, the wider 

landscape, with more clarity.

We have been away, it seems.

Over the garden pond,

foxes have stood hungry

on the grill, curious at

fish to kill: reminding that

movement and death are mixed 

in a first ambiguous 

hint of Spring.

A kitchen light comes on:

I open a door, I feel my 

feet walk forward and

wonder what it is, this

weight which connects heel

to ground, and how these footsteps

carry a light which goes out.

