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I didn’t feel the right thing 
when I was shaken from my hiding place, the private space
offered by my car as I hurtled home:
I responded, instead, entirely practically – drove calmly on,
how unlike the self I thought I knew.
If it had been a small child who flew and hit
the corner of my window,
who bounced and fell,
lay splayed and still
on the road behind me,
I would have felt differently
but, it seemed, feeling had clean run out,
for now.

Had it been a little, broken human 
that smeared an imprint on my screen,
how much worse such
anxiety-made-visible would have been,
that no amount of guilty scrubbing clean 
later
[bookmark: _GoBack]could remove from my sight.
It was not a child
but a bird in flight.
A fat, young Pidgeon, drunk with spring
and inexperienced in the art
of how not to die.

A poor excuse, I know.

Though later I cried a passion,
then I did not feel the right thing 
for the victim of my tired, lonely eyes,
as I drove back home the first time
without you,
and refused to understand
all that this might mean.


 

