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			One 

Other Lives

		
	
		
			Landscape

			Find me a place where stories have grown old 
and wound about the lands where they were told 
in other times so that they seem as one 
with all that lies beneath a foreign sun, 
like vines that grow on warm and weathered stones, 
or veins that stretch about their living bones. 

			Or lie to me and say this is that place, 
and in that story, you and I will trace 
the past that never was so that this seems 
a land where tales have been told (and dreams 
have passed) without a break from distant ages, 
written to survive their yellowed pages. 

			But when this is a place where stories dwell, 
we might recall that others used to tell 
their tales: embers rose to light the sky 
above the lands where they would live and die, 
here between the mountains and the seas, 
and words curled round the rivers and the trees. 

			All are lost—but we may glimpse their ghosts 
at times, flitting round the lonely coasts, 
in mountain gorges, when we know to look, 
or call them from the pages of a book 
that tells of art, and arrowheads, and sherds 
to recreate a world of missing words, 

			as if the land held pasts that it has known, 
inviting us to write it with our own. 
They’ll rise for a moment, mute and wan 
—they’ll reach to us, uncertain, and be gone 
before we know an individual face. 
Words no longer hold them in this place. 

		
	
		
			Starlight

			Will they think of us—of what we knew, 
of what we didn’t know and thought was true— 
while gazing through the clouds of other skies, 
through the night, to see a faint star rise 
above a ridge of hills? Will they think 
of us as we were here, or will it sink 

			unmarked by all below, with not a thought 
for all the stories told, and battles fought, 
and everything important in its day, 
like everything that has to pass away— 
the songs of birds, the words of idle hours, 
sunlight’s touch, the splash of morning showers, 

			and all they might imagine that we knew, 
imagining the past from which they grew 
as real—to think of us as we were here, 
encircled by our native atmosphere, 
as real to them as skies through which they gaze 
towards the distant light of vanished days. 

			Will they think of us? What will they think? 
Will today be thought a vital link 
in leading to the way of life they know— 
recognised in what they are, although 
at times bizarre and still in brutal forms, 
with awkward validations of its norms, 

			like Cicero’s unease before the games 
and all the doubts of long-forgotten names, 
put aside so they could sleep and rise 
untroubled by reproaches or by cries, 
believing in the justice of their lands 
like those who gazed across the blood-soaked sands? 

			Or will we be ignored, beyond the stories 
told, though they remember certain glories 
somewhere in that twinkling patch of sky, 
the days in which we lived, and you and I, 
will be unreal to them as they must be, 
gazing through their night, to you and me. 

		
	
			
			Other Lives

			The scent of roses spreads again 
from public gardens, where berries swell 
and grasses rise to find the sun. 
I’ve come to you to take you there, 
away from where your days are kept 
and thoughts are followed round the walls. 

			We’ll watch the goldfish in their ponds, 
glinting under lily pads, 
and see the breezes in the branches; 
we’ll appear in other lives 
as people pass us on the paths, 
and birds emerge from hidden places. 

			You could speak to me, or not, 
and buy an ice cream as you did 
on other days beneath blue skies 
amid the sounds of other lives, 
or I could speak, if you preferred, 
or neither say a single word. 

			
	
			
			Detachment

			It could be peaceful here, if you were here, 
where incense drifts on breezes through a doorway, 
round the movements of the leaves outside 
and rises—so it seems—towards the sun. 

			I watch the treetops drifting in the air 
above the garage roof; I feel the currents 
moving on my skin, and it’s as if 
the incense gave its fragrance to the sky. 

			White-eyes call, busy in the branches 
of the garden; somewhere music’s playing. 
It could be peaceful here, if you were here 
and what is here weren’t showing what is lost. 

			Instead, today, the murmurs of the wind, 
the calling of the birds, the scent of incense, 
everything beneath the cloudless sky, 
is being—so it seems—as I am not. 

			It could be peaceful here, if you were here 
to hear the songs and watch the moving leaves. 
I could feel, resting by your side, 
as suited to myself as sun or air. 

		
	
			
			Carthage

			At night it seems an eyelid’s flicker away— 
and I am back amid the gentle glow 
of lighting dimmed to ease the eyes of guests 
(some of whom remain for me to know). 

			Doors are closed or closing for the night; 
behind them, many tongues discuss the day. 
Now and then a murmur may be heard 
as workers on the night-shift earn their pay. 

			I tread familiar steps towards my room 
to wash, and yawn, and curl up in my bed 
to wake and find myself within a day 
like photos that I’ve seen and books I’ve read 

			of stones and buildings worn by sand and time, 
scattered in the sun as close to me 
as grimy hands that balanced them in place 
or threw them down before the shining sea. 
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