
How the Mountain Speaks
Because the mountain

summit stands between

the seen and the unseen

your silhouette was

summoned once again

upon the ridged peak:

Jebel Toubkal shared 

your stone strength 

and your loss; your 

arch-backed, last 

ascent across 

the face of Asda

before I sought Sahara.

The blue toned summit

gave up our lies:

that your peaks lay

in base camps 

of the weekly shop,

an eye out 

for brown envelopes 

dropping bad weather 

on the mat, plateaus 

of an armchair

moulding prosaic Sphinxs

to a slow descent.

Horizon undulates

the eye across 

shadows in gorges

climbing rock: 

a child born to vote,

a girl's new dreams,

hopes moon-landed

intended to be ours

and somewhere

along the paving stones

freedoms lost between 

the hire-purchase hours.

How a summit fights,

permits its jagged eye,

to see above what land

and cloud conceal,

reveals perspective for 

a journey had:

world is gendered 

therefore world is mad.

