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Old Friend In The Mezzanine

In the new bookshop
serving periodicals in different languages
and coffee,

my love, I watched you.

You stood on the landing of the spiral stair
pressing a point.

Your hair broke in predictable places,
caught the light and

fell

in waves and jags,

sending your scent
downwind

through the forest of pulp,

to fell me where I stood,

on the ground floor of the new bookshop
that suddenly no longer smelled of paint.



