Lecture one    18-03-2019    Leaving a place you love
I heard a woman weeping
in an empty room;
a room emptied so completely
the early spring sun
threw its light in on nothing
and shone for no-one.
There were years loaded in my car,
boxes full 
of the scratch of dust 
and ashen mildew resettling.

I had left her before -
on her first night alone,
a discarded, hollow outfit
of body and bone,
but this was different: 
something of her reproached me still,
as if I cleared her from her home.
[bookmark: _GoBack]So, I turned the key and held it, 
but could not tell
(when I heard that woman weeping
in an empty room) 
if she cried those tears to bind us there,
or I cried to break her spell.







  

