Brother
Standing on the station we say Goodbye.
No hug, ours is not that kind of love.

I see your form in lighted carriage.

Square shoulders, clever face, bone structure

That I lack and backbone. Your iron will,
Harder than the track, flint sharp, forever.

Doors slide closing on the years.

Past and present merge, the whistle screams
Louder than the scream inside me.
Same womb, same blood, scratch your finger

I bleed too. Just us, the rest are gone.

I sense them in the infra structure,

Images that catch upon the brambles

In the sidings and move between the rooms
Of crooked houses, glimpsed in childhood.
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