Balancing Mixed Vegetables On A Motorway Bridge

Fergus vomits in the street.

Walking to the pub he stops
and deposits bile in the gutter.
"Better out..." he says.

Fergus walks miles out of his way
to find a bridge over the ring road
and urged on by boys who admire
the calculated insanity of the man,
he climbs onto the safety rail

and walks backwards with his eyes shut.
None of the boys can tear their eyes
away from road kill fascination.
Fergus shouts and cracks a smile.
The boys grin and shout back,
in thrall to the image of a body
lying fifty feet below them.
The trick is being in control,
balancing the weight of possibility
against their lack of imagination.
The boys are sick in the gutter,
depositing small rivers of Tetley's
finest ale down the drains.
