five

The sun comes out  (‘comes out’,

as if released from prison, 

or discharged)

and there are dark birds blown like scraps of bag;

it has discharged itself, protective cloud

has roiled away to blackbird-eggshell-blue

and still this building leaks and lets off steam,

a shanty-town of huts stacked at the gate

a mystery of plans we dare not trust

a portakabin-temporary time

that ticks into an era.

Place and I

in permanent transition, reconstruct.

All my lost clocks,

their batteries expired

gone feral now.

My life goes on without me, as it must.

return to medical notes
