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       Easel’s Gait 

  

         I  mean everything to you, 

         eh, her beloved half-asked 

      

         around dusk. She shook 

         her head, said no — then 

 

         are you preparing to go? 

         In silence she wrote I will 

 

         follow you to the end of  

         the roads, what would we 

 

         do though when we aban- 

         don the boat? Spare me 

 

         the glare of condescension, 

         the glint of indifference, 

 

         the flare of the race 

         course before us, leave me 

        

         the journey, the dwellings, 

         the highs, the colour and 

 

         claims of our shoulders 

         and eyes. 

 

        Joyce Parkes 
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