              A Mile Above Fog
Like a sheepskin coat, dirty in its rips and furrows,

or steam from a cauldron prodded by blackhead towers,

grey clouds choke London.

Sharpened pencils spear up, near others

flat-topped as typewriter keys – stubby dominoes

pustuled with watertanks, hutments,

helipads, their foreheads tattooed Prudential,

Standard, Natwest. This fleece could be

the effluent of melted icecaps rising

or smog from Armageddon’s chemistry

burning out the brief human venture

in a final cauterising.

Yet now, for one brief squeak

of the world’s spinning-top, this is where blood,

heart, music, poetry and all invention blaze,

and any who takes wing over these peaks

rises from fog to cobalt sky above

and stands amazed.   
