
Leaving home 

 

Last night your absence woke me. 

No gentle breath, no stirrings from your room. 

 

Standing in moonlight, I watched 

your empty bed, and felt the cord 

 

stretch taut between us. Like a climber 

you test the edges of your world, 

 

harnessed by love. 

Once I could haul you back. 

 

Helen Jagger 

 

 

 


