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Again and again, in Shakespeare, in Calderón, battles fill the last act, and kings, princes, attendants and followers ‘enter, fleeing’. The moment in which they become visible to spectators brings them to a standstill. The flight of the dramatis personae is arrested by the stage. Their entry into the visual field of non-participating and truly impartial persons allows the harassed to draw breath, bathes them in new air. The appearance on stage of those who enter ‘fleeing’ takes from this its hidden meaning. Our reading of this formula is imbued with expectation of a place, a light, a footlight glare, in which our flight through life may be likewise sheltered in the presence of onlooking strangers.


– WALTER BENJAMIN, ‘One-Way Street’
























Show Time









Tempus fugit every sundial


proclaims, yet over and over


time seems to swoon, or to expand, even


to grind


to a juddering halt


when I blog; a dreadful day


online, I think I mean, is a dreadful


day forever. My current


screensaver is a sniper’s-


eye view of a traffic warden


leaning


back to photograph


an illegally parked car. Hatchet-


faced tax inspectors invade my dreams: ‘We need


you to live,’ they murmur, lips


nearing, even


brushing


my helpless ear.







In what


wrinkle, in what furrow


or fissure lurks


the longing to make the worst


happen? As if


I had conjured them, one


Halloween two hooded figures loomed


above me


on a bridge I was dawdling across


in downtown Boston; their cradled


half bricks crashed 


con brio, with energy and purpose


into my swirling


stream of thoughts … treats


for the favoured few, endless


tricks for the others … travelling by water


is best because you n-n-n-n-never


have to go uphill …







                                 I lay


prone awhile … then, springing


to life, into action,


I fled. Something – my heart – boomed


and echoed like pursuing


footsteps on asphalt. Leeeeeft, a voice shouted


in a comic French accent, erpp yer aass. Laughter.


Don’t stop don’t stop


till you get enough! ‘Are you’, I recall


demanding of a friendly


paramedic as he shone his pencil torch


deep into my eyes, ‘an electric light bulb, and


if so,


what wattage?’ No one


I met seemed to know


about soldier ants, about how


their jaws, or maybe their claws, are used in Africa


to stitch up wounds.







                                Discharged


with a warning, how quietly


I crept home through the mazy, moonlit


streets of Roxbury, avoiding


alleys and skips, my scars


stinging like unwisely


acquired tattoos. Halloween


was over. High


above rows of ghostly buildings


hollowed out


by descendants of the locust or the palmer-


or cankerworm, giant


Citgo and Exxon signs smiled


encouragement. Glancing


down, I noticed a red coin


of blood disfiguring


the left knee of my chinos – and thinking


this funny, I began to limp.






























Driveaway









After we careered into a pick-up truck


At a crossroads near Kansas City, we slept


On picnic benches, or in the patched-up, dented car.


The black-gowned judge smiled at our outlandish attire.







We too, O Kansas City, were at a crossroads; we slept


Uneasily, occasionally touching, our dreams at cross-purposes.


The black-gowned judge smiled at our outlandish attire


Before drawling, ‘Guess you two’ve gone about as fer as you can go!’







Uneasily, occasionally touching, our dreams at cross-purposes,


Here we were, driving from coast to coast, taking turns


To drawl, ‘Guess you two’ve gone about as fer as you can go!’


Other times we’d softly murmur, ‘Toto, I’ve a feeling we’re not in Kansas anymore.’







Here we were, driving from coast to coast, taking turns


At admiring the landscape, until, one afternoon, I heard


You weeping, ‘Toto … I’ve a feeling … we’re NOT … in Kansas anymore …


We must be … over the rainbow.’







I was the one admiring the landscape later that afternoon. All I heard


Was the song of the wheat fields rustling, and the swish of our tyres –


… we must be – we must be – we must be – over the rainbow …


As evening fell we approached St Louis.







The song of the wheat fields rustling and the swish of our tyres


Had lulled me gently to sleep.


As evening fell, and we approached St Louis


Sting woke me up, being venomous, on ‘Every Breath You Take’.







I kept being lulled gently to sleep


Then dreaming of careering into a pick-up truck,


And Sting kept waking me up, and being venomous on ‘Every Breath You Take’,


On picnic benches, in the patched-up, dented car.
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