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From where they l i e  on the b l u ff it seems d i sta nt, a t i ny 
g l ass-domed scene:  a h a n d f u l  of d a r k- s h i n i n g  sand between 
st i ff arms of seaw ater, w aves u n ro l l i n g  
over i t  i n  wh ite l i n es, gu l l s s h a k i ng down 
out of the s k y  l i k e s n ow . 

The downs l o p i n g  yel low grass 
i s  c l ean-ste m med,  s l i c k  as horse h a i r  under them . I n  her  h a l f  s l eep 
she fee ls  herse l f  s u d d e n l y  h a n g i ng in a i r  and w a kes, 
l ett ing the earth c i rc l e s l owly out beneath her:  
i t  i s  her  o ld  fear of t h row i ng herse l f  off edges.  
S h adows in w ater, w i ndy d ays ,  c a rs 
pou r ing  i n  even streams u n d e r  a br idge - a l l  
tu gged a t  her .  S h e  f e l t  i t  most l ast  s u m mer on the i r  honeymoon, 
stand i ng on top of the E iffe l  Tower, 
the C ha m ps du M a rs a t  t he i r  feet 
green and sm ooth as  b i l l i a rd c l oth.  A l l  the peop le 
kept to gravel  paths .  S h e  threw two frarics  through the w i re fe nce 
watc hed them s h i n e  on the way down, thought of m a k i n g  
a s u r p r i s i n g  r e d  f l ower on t h e  grass .  

S h e  presses i n to the earth ­
safe s m e l l  of heather, l ooks  at h i m  s l ee p i ng 
with  h i s  arm f l u n g  over h i s  eyes.  S h e  cou l d  w a l k  
r ight  off i nto t h e  s e a  a n d  he wou l d  never k n ow .  H e  wou l d  see 
l ater where she had been, her  s hape 
traced i n  the grass .  
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She thinks that even now 
she mighl be spinning away from him, 
cartwheeling the sky. 
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