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Kitchen Clock

It is trying to be what it is not,
it’s large, round face
innocent of the bland deception.
It should be found
old and gnarled,
battered by the weather
of a railway station.
Instead, insubstantial plastic hands
glide over the lie ‘Newgate, London’
and point to Roman numerals
divided by small lines
(designed, in the original, to seem dots to busy men
as they glanced up high 
to be reassured 
that their train ran on time).
It is too large for where it hangs,
in the overheated kitchen,
hoping that this being out of place
lends it authenticity -
it does not.
It just makes it easier to see 
that what it’s made of 
is not time;
the entire fabric of it
[bookmark: _GoBack]working against its grain.



