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As a boy
he wore dresses,
believed he was a twin.
Then his hair was cut.
He was told
what he was.
He made his escape.

Fishing.
Hunting.
Taught to survive.
The wild entered him.

He watched.
He wrote.
Pulled fish from water.
Left blood in sand.
He did not go
to fight fish.
He went
to watch,
to see,
to endure,
to know.
War gave him
another field.
Heat.
Strain.
Fear.
He went
to experience it,
to learn
what stayed standing
under pressure.
Love too
became a field.
He went into love
as he went into Spain,
not gently,
not safely,
to the edges,

where tenderness
left wounds
in him
and in others.
In his books
there was tenderness.
Love burning in Spain.

At the typewriter
he held life
closer than he could
in his hands.
He did not only
write characters.
He entered one.

A man made
from weather,
blood, women, war,
fish, bottles,
and the old demand
to keep proving
he was real.
He wrote men
until he became
one of them.
The mirror
held for millions,
not always
to the most intimate.
The shadow followed:

man,
writer,
creation,
life.
Bottle in hand.
Body suffering.
Forced to prove
what he had already lived.
He lived.
Bled.
Loved.
Created.
Went.

The myth remained,
larger than the man,
still walking
where he no longer could.
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After a hard day
I don’t carry answers home.
They stay
in the rooms where they were needed,
with the machines holding onto lives
and the long sterile corridors
that don’t remember names.
My hands are tired
in a specific way:
the weight of bodies,
the careful pressure
of doing no harm,
each incision,
each cut,
carrying outcomes
no one can fully know.
Today,
someone’s pain eased.
Someone else’s did not.
I signed forms.
I waited.
I stood beside a bed
longer than I was required to.
Prestige does not enter this room.

Neither did the house,
or the life I thought
I was meant to want.
What mattered
was whether the breathing settled,
whether the eyes
recognised the ceiling again.
Now I’m home.

The day loosens its grip.

The rooms are quiet
in a way hospitals never are.
Tomorrow will ask again.

I will go.

Yet tonight,
I let the title fall away
in my flesh
and bone.
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He missed the turn

without knowing.

One road became another,

then no road at all,

only wheel marks

thinning into dust

and the long pale grass

bending away from him.

The sky had gone low.

Not storm.

Not rain.

Just that bruised evening

the inland sometimes keeps.

The headlights came on

before he asked them to.

A fence appeared,

then vanished.

A dead tree lifted

one black arm

as if warning him back.

Yet there was no way back.

The country had already

taken the map from him.

Somewhere out there

was the woman

he had failed to hold,

and somewhere behind him

the boy he had been,

watching the road

for someone to come home.

The road shook loose

under the tyres.

In the mirror

he saw nothing following,

just black endlessly following him.

He stopped

near a dry creek bed.

The engine ticked.

Heat rose

from the bonnet

like a body letting go.

For a moment

he believed

he heard her laughing,

not happy,

not bitter,

just far enough away

to make distance

a kind of punishment.

He stepped out.

The whole plain

opened around him,

grass, dust, stones,

one star

starting its small fire

above the scrub.

He wanted to pray,

yet the words

had gone ahead

without him.

He stood there,

human

beside a car,

with darkness

coming down

and love somewhere

in this open country,

still moving,

still refusing

to be bound.

The darkness encircled him,

not threatening,
not kind,
only calling.

It moved through the trees,
through the dry grass,
through the night air
thick with something
he could not name.
He felt the drift
of no way back,
not to the road,
not to the map,
yet to the voice
that had loved him
and if he returned he would not
be unchanged.
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Never the Problem
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You were the one who noticed
the room go quiet
when the truth walked in.
A child learns fast
which feelings cost too much.
You folded yours
small enough to carry
and called it manners.
They said you were too much.
What they meant was
you would not disappear.
You did not lose them.
You left a story
that needed your silence
to keep working.
The love you waited for
was never in the house.
It took years
to stop knocking
on a door
that opened onto nothing,
and the day you stopped,
the noticing
you were punished for
was still there,
yours,
finally
of no use to anyone
but you.
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Face lit blue,
lying in bed
before the spine straightens.
No one here
if you don’t count
the phone, the screen.
Messages arrive.
I bounce between replies.
The phone warms
in my palm,
and still the night
arrives untouched.
Something is off,
like wearing shoes
a half-size too small,
telling yourself
you’ll stretch into them.
We are not alone.
We are saturated.
And still
very few feel held —
held as in:
someone would feel it
in their chest
if you did not show.
Solitude now
doesn’t look like a cabin.
It looks like vibration.
Your body expects
a tribe.
Your life delivers
interfaces.
I protect myself
into a neat emptiness
where everything works
and nothing grips.
Nothing collapses.
It fades.
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No one asked him
to kneel.
Not at first.
They asked him
to be reasonable.
To wait his turn.
To keep his voice
inside the room
they had prepared for it.
And because he was tired 
and tired people
are often mistaken
for peaceful people 
he agreed.
The day he signed the form
he did not read it twice.
He said, yes, of course,
across the desk,
to a face
he would not remember,
and felt nothing
leave.
Not chains.
Not fear.
A nod. A signature.
The straight line inside him
bending one more degree
to fit the page.
He began to obey
before the instruction arrived.
The crooked line
is not passivity.
That is the mistake.
It is action
without presence.
Movement
without the self.
The world loves
this kind of man.
Useful. Predictable.
Busy from morning to night
and absent the whole day.
Yet beneath the trained apology
in the throat,
beneath the old fear
of being difficult,
a straightness waits.
Not aggression.
Not pride.
Only the return
of a man
to his own weight.
The day he feels it
he does not shout.
He does not burn
the house down.
He only stops
mistaking movement
for life.
He stands there,
quietly,
and the crooked line
begins to ache
toward the truth.
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