Wandering

Wandering – aimlessly and purposefully, both –

In great, frantic loops,

As eager upon each fresh arrival as I was on the three before

To see if anyone is about

But there is no one, not anywhere

And so the search continues

Then at last the need to find people

Inverts itself and becomes a need to avoid them

And the circles become a bee-line for the prairie encircled by barbed wire fences

Hurrying  into the tall grass

Checking constantly over shoulders

To see whether the tops of buildings have yet disappeared from sight

At last a place of peace is reached

From which no sign of civilization can be seen

A place among the tall grasses

seated on the roots and in the shade of a large, old tree

Where I can at last relax.

The anticipation melting away

And my poor feet still at last.

But it is only three minutes until the need to walk returns

And I'm heading back the way I came

The wind driving hair into eyes and mouth

Brambles catching at my ankles

I'm almost ready to restart my repetitive search of buildings

When out of the corner of my eye

I see an old friend of mine:  someone to walk with
