Now, Here
In the asylum on a winter's night 

pale crickets cheep 

among the heating pipes.

Now is the slow time of stones, 

their hot creation and cold erosion, 

where a beetle can plod on 

indiscreetly 

through dry leaf litter 

under dry cracking trees.

Along squeaking asylum corridors 

endlessly curving, 

in boxed ceiling conduits, 

among looped, colour-coded cables, 

unseen crickets cheep. 

The echoes are quick and sibilant, 

without focus. 

As if here there wasn't, 

already, 

confusion enough.

Self-Contained
Distantly the sound comes

through doors and echoing up walls

a man giving a bark like a big dog.

Phlegm bubbles and the bark rasps out

through a throat already inflamed.

a mind caught up on the petulant production 

of phlegm and the explosion of cough.

A bent man in disorganised clothes

begs cigarettes in the entrance foyer.

A dribbling woman too drips her fingertips

on passing sleeves. Along the corridor,

singing and marching, comes a thin woman.

And goes. Another arrives in a rush and 

sobbing histrionically.

She is ignored

by shutdown selves in shop and canteen.

Another mind on another ward 

has magnified or misremembered her pain

and she yelps - yow yow yow yow - starting

even at the prospect of being moved. She

sounds like a seagull calling. Also distantly.

To Be Right, To Do Right
He was a big man, no neck.

Roaring


he began to kick out the ward windows.

I grabbed him away, shouted his name into his face,

asked him what he thought he was doing.

All over him muscles pulled one against the other.

"I'm a good man Sam." he said, "Whole of my life

 I have done as God and the voices told me."

Then he let us inject him.

John Clare
I have seen men sat on wards 

crouching over their pockets' contents, 

organising an identity around 

bottle tops, tobacco wrappers, an important form. 

I have seen men on wards with, 

in their pockets, 

whole toilet rolls, flattened, 

and scribbled over 

end to end in slanted code. 

Corners of magazines, 

the porous insides of packages, 

have been invested with tiny calligraphy 

and words so profound that, 

taken all together, 

they become banal. 

I have sat with men on wards 

and we have looked out together 

through small squared panes 

at grounds enclosed by trees, 

a view curtailed by summer haze. 

I have sat with men 

in their massive suicidal silence, 

and to mark the passing of my time 

I have talked, 

pointing out a spotted flycatcher, 

"Look, tied by elastic to its perch." 

Fluttering out and back again. 

"See. 

Out and back again." 

"See. 

Out and back again."

Sounds Of Time Passing
Words,

pieces of grit

fingerflicked

into the glass bowl

of the skull

ping 

and zing

with nothing soft 

to absorb

or deflect

their trajectories.

Time

here is

without walls,

without boundaries.

In the corridors

a tobacco economy;

begged cigarettes

pegging out the hours.

