Session 2 – Crafting and Drafting - Leaving a place behind

Gműnd Austria 2018
Condensation still blurs the image of the town as we leave it behind,
he wipes the mirror to reveal Gregor still waving.
I take a last deep breath, the smell of fresh cut wood should 
stay with me for a mile or two.
Visor down and the yellow of sunflowers and orange of the rooves
are muted by the polarized screen, they flare then subdue.
Hidden amongst crumpled clothes a stolen branch from the orchard,
a nascent apple at the end.
My hands are cold under the silk and leather of the thick gloves as I feel
the new weight of silver on my finger, the blue diamond nestles
tiny and bright in its embracing claws.
Settling into the seat and rhythm of the ride, I look up the valley
to the slender bridge carrying the autobahn through the sky.
Behind us Gműnd remains as it ever was.
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