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In a seaside cafe.

Somewhere out there,

Though the lace and condensation,
There is a down at heal town,
Aching for the picture postcard past,
That a lick of paint has failed to reignite.

Miles apart

across a corner table,
A couple

try to escape themselves,
Yet nurse the soft pulse of enmity
that throbs between them.
Their teaspoons clattering
with broken promises.
As they like the town
wonder,

Why with so much history
do they have so little now?

