
Bon Anomie

Rain's residue

haunts the towpath

its silver phantom

coats the barge ropes

which ride the city's

raised meniscus

and silences have fallen

on empty Sunday offices.

The storm has washed

away deceit

and cleaners lone

and lurking by

the Klix machine

do not convince us

of the ad-speak

from the middle of the week.

We catch in glass

our silhouette

like butterflies

which pirouette

upon a pin:

we are brief and

walking phantoms

each to each.

Raincoats return

to minute flats

deftly sliced

so we become

magicians' assistants

sawn-off, waiting

in bijou rooms

for a wholeness absent 

these gun metal afternoons.


