It is the rain I almost remember most. ;
Snapped in a crumbling iron frame as we huddle beneath dripping girders.

Black daggers flicker ceaselessly across the surface of thg Einah
And you are saying, only the maddest would see us tonight... EL
Qur rain.

That was O
HENNIKER wour" - I think of it always this way.

POINT This rain just blurs and stains, grubby droplets misting across the glass.

But if I gaze through 1 know 1 will see the sky over Stratford Marsh cease to rage,

and dissolve to the face of a girl in a raincoat,
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I see your face always this way; h?‘\a\: fs-ioua‘?\ingg,

- that startl ed, unsure half-smile has b.ecome my constant scene_ry. on the platforn steps a6 Taro T

Sudden] threls broken glass and a trickle of blood on the ST IR P Prianis.

TP~ kg | see your face always this way.
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From up here,
I can look out at the whole world, and hate quietly,
while cold grey Atlantics fall from the sky.
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Into meaningless chattering fragments. | : Zip e 1 oat, onure are?ched Spaces..__
rj“tot:?f‘d pure_shards of toughened glass on a sunlit motorway. ; ﬁasteagit%razis}-]a
OWD ];]k air 2“"‘5 again with the sickening stench of summer. We planned it to 1ast Ln
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I hate the sun. Dl I' Aot 5o br_ea_k,“
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But it broke all the same .S
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where the sky spat

tered wire at us;

Every-thi ng Changes;

waking up late one afternoon; sun through the window, your hair'_on_the pi110w
~ through the park, an old Tow-path is filling with shadow

~ Tips tremble gently, sad eyes will stay closed -
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