
Playing Chess in Spring

From the quiet carriage of the train

the river is a prayer we do not hear 

instead we speak for it and praise

its counterpoint to spreadsheet years.

From the sudden portrait of this Spring

we find the season breaking by the rails.

Your hand hovers, bishop next to King

as if gesture made will then derail 

desire to deny we pass in time;

face the season's counting of our Springs

gained and lost along the eastern line,

much like forming frost which melts again;

marks out our check mates been and gone.

At last you move the peace and focus

us where laptops flicker in the glass,

where friendship living out its crocus

sees us retreat and then advance.

You say, beside the gleaming woods

'Bishops move back as well as forwards'.

I look out the window, know they must,

hope we will grow longer with these days

how the green thaw seems to speak of us:

temperance rising from the waterway.

Then tarmac's ribbon comes to drown

the river in some self important town.


