
Epilogue: Materialising on Caledonian Road

Wells of rain have formed upon

the rivets, the once-greased sleepers,

found the underbelly of the bridge

within the city's iron belly greased

by wrappers in the rain. Refrains

of barely singing, soft staccato

beats, as leaks hit tarmac

underneath, in briefly silver circles 

formed against the odds; 

transforming tarmac tapped

upon by these songs dropped

along the mirage line

shimmering nuances between

the material and ethereal

reveal beneath surfaces

of such things sung; I feel


myself materialise on Caledonian Road.


