
Travellers Attack 

St i l l a l l w o m e n starkers o n his m i n d 
bu t o n his knees a n d pe t r i f i ed . 
Watercress overflows as his briefcase 
breaks o p e n o n the pavement . H e a r 
the s tone tablets swear at h i m . 

W i t h h is hea r t the o r g a n mos t fa l l ib le — 
c o n c r e t e to his l o v e d ones a n d 
a n d n o w regressed to c h u r n i n g gravel — 
his m i n d ' s eye refuses to un focus , 
w o m e n pass h i m i n a haze o f dust . 

T h e street smel ls o f b u r n t rubber . 
H i s h a n d grasps the c o l d c o m f o r t 
o f s p i l l e d watercress. F r o m a m b u l a n c e 
to hosp i t a l a n d f l ex ib l e a t tachments , 
a n d o n l y w o m e n doc to r s o n , by acc iden t . 

A l l w o m e n c l a d i n whi te , h a n d s i n gloves 
a n d s ton i ly s m i l i n g . Stark. T h e i r eyes 
in ten t o n the waves o f his sc reen . 
" T h o s e sirens o n the rocks , " h e pants, 
"it was a l l i n Odysseus ' m i n d . " 
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