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A Note Before
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Someone handed you a brochure once. You didn't ask for it. It arrived with school, or with your parents' hopes, or with the first job that paid enough to feel like proof.

Study. Work. Save. Arrive.

Most of us followed it. The house came. The calendar filled. And somewhere in the middle of all that arriving, something else was happening — quieter, harder to name — in the men working past the point of return, in the women carrying what was never called a burden, in the kids leaving towns that taught them how to stay, in the ones who stopped one morning and found the brochure in their hands and the morning in the other and had to choose.

These poems live in that space.

They don't offer a better brochure. They don't explain what went wrong or propose what comes next. They move through the places where ordinary lives brush against something larger than the plan 
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They handed it to us at seventeen,
printed in hope.
Study. Work. Save. Arrive.
A couple on the cover
laughing at something
outside the frame.
I did what it said.
The house came.
The calendar filled itself.
This morning I found it
clearing out the hall cupboard,
under the warranty folders 
the ink gone pale,
the couple still laughing
at whatever it was.
Wine glass
between my fingers.
A small bird
outside the kitchen window,
not mentioned anywhere
in the itinerary.
I stood a long time
with the brochure in one hand
and the morning in the other,
then put one of them down.
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He books the small room,

the one with the bad chairs

and the window that doesn't open.

Files the meeting under catch-up.

A kindness, he tells himself.

No one should see it coming

down a corridor.

The letter is already signed.

It sits in the folder, face down,

the way you carry a knife

flat against the leg.

HR sits in to witness.

That is the word they use.

Witness.

As if something is being sworn.

He has done this nine times.

He knows the grammar of it,

the soft verbs,

we're moving in a different direction,

the way you keep your hands

still on the table

so they don't speak first.

The man comes in smiling.

Talks about the new project.

Asks, halfway through,

whether he should put his name

forward for the lead.

And here it is.

The turn.

He says yes.

Says go for it.

Says he'd back him.

Knowing the role

will not exist by Friday.

Knowing the backing

is a hand held out

over a drop.

He sells the future

he is about to take away,

because that is the craft,

because a man who suspects

makes noise,

and noise is expensive.

Then the sentence.

The face changing.

The slow understanding

arriving like cold water

up the legs.

He slides the letter across.

Keeps his voice level.

Watches a person

become a former person

in the time it takes

to read one page.

The box is already ordered.

The pass deactivates at six.

Afterward he sits in the car

in the concrete dark of level three

and does not turn the key.

His own desk waits upstairs,

his own name

on someone else's list

he has not been shown.

He drives home the long way.

Eats little.

Says it was fine.

Says it was just work.

In the shower

he rehearses the next one,

the level voice,

the still hands,

and somewhere under the water

the ninth face

will not stop

reading the page.
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These things  this table,      pen,       chair,
I accept things.
I went to work,
set the alarm,
filled myself
with all I believe I am.
The manager.
Today I fire someone.
The system asks it of me.
They fail.
Not good enough.
That's the system.
The strong survive.
I survive
as the key in the door.
Meeting set.
I was ready
like a soldier
in a firing squad.
My bullet alone
will not kill
the prisoner.
Five minutes to go.
I felt a charge 
not fear,
not surrender,
something deeper,
soothing,
saying it's time.
It was not
the commander,
the doer.
It was gentle.
I listened.
Two minutes
till I serve the papers.
I stood up.
Cancelled the meeting.
Went to my desk.
Left the key.
And left,
down the stairwell,
past the loading dock,
out where the street
didn't know my name.
Sunlight on a parked car.
I took off my tie
and couldn't remember
tying it.
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Michael was in a coup with his life.

Nothing moving forward.
Nothing returning.
On the train to work
he looked out the window.
Five minutes passed.

Then the announcement came:

And somehow
he had been there all day.
He had been carried
by reason and feeling,
by every falling thought.
The little boy.
The young man.
The father.
All of them
passing silently
through the glass.
Something was occurring.

He had travelled
to the edge of himself
and found something beyond it.
Not thought.
Not reason.
Not the old calculations
of loss and gain.
Everything fell away.

Even the need
to understand.
They say
don't think
it is a waste of time.
But he had never noticed
he was thinking.
He was watching.

Watching the wonder
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He stood by a window

and did not look away.

Faces passed
not characters,
not symbols,
just faces
moving through the day.
The street walker,
painted for the night
still carrying the morning.
The employed,
already tired,
holding their wage
like something borrowed.
The unemployed,
with time on their hands
and nowhere to put it.
The young,
moving quickly,
as if something
might catch them
if they slowed.
The old,
measuring each step,
as though the ground
had become
less certain.
A man speaking
into his phone,
his voice
slightly louder
than needed.
A woman pausing
at the crossing,
not for the light,
yet for something
passing through her.
A worker in boots
staring ahead,
already halfway
into tomorrow.
A boy laughing,
too freely
for the hour.
A girl looking down,
as if the day
had already said enough.
A mother
guiding a child
through the noise,
both of them
learning something
they would not name.
A man carrying nothing
yet still burdened.
Someone well dressed,
unsettled.
Someone unnoticed,
at ease.
And all of them passing,
without instruction,
without agreement,
without arriving
as anything more
than this:
a face,
briefly held in light,
then gone
into the rest of it.
He stood by the window
and did not follow.
There was nothing
to hold.
Nothing
to understand.
Only this quiet fact:

that each life
moved through the same opening,
unannounced,
unexplained,
and disappeared
just as simply.

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
N v .
~ Poems on freedom, bel?l






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





