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Absence

My shadow --

I woke to a wind swirling the curtains light and dark
and the birds twittering on the roofs, I lay cold

in the early light in my room high over London.

What fear was it that made the wind sound like a fire
so that I got up and looked out half-asleep

at the calm rows of street-lights fading far below?
Without fire

Only the wind blew.

But in the dream I woke from, you

came running through the traffic, tugging me, clinging
to my elbow, your eyes spoke

what I could not grasp --

Nothing, if you were here!

The wind of the early quiet

merges slowly now with a thousand rolling wheels.
The lights are out, the air is loud.

It is an ordinary January day.

My shadow, do you hear the streets?

Are you at my heels? Are you here?

And I throw back the sheets.
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One Cigarette

No smoke without you, my fire.

After you left,

your cigarette glowed on in my ashtray

and sent up a long thread of such quiet grey

I smiled to wonder who would believe its signal

of so much love. One cigarette

in the non-smoker's tray.

As the last spire

trembles up, a sudden draught

blows it winding into my face.

Is it smell, is it taste?

You are here again, and I am drunk on your tobacco lips.
Out with the light.

Let the smoke lie back in the dark.

Till I hear the very ash

sigh down among the flowers of brass

I'll breathe, and long past midnight, your last kiss.

Anonymous Submission

Edwin Morgan

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive



http://www.PoemHunter.com

	Table of Contents
	COVER
	Absence
	One Cigarette


