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Those eight missing hours

Lacunal span in time

An evidential void.

Yet an artist’s sight line reveals

By late night streetlight

An argument:

Spectral illuminations silhouetting

A tall man, a smaller man, the model

On a cliff high above the June swell

A site sublime and tragic

Of shipwrecks and suicide

The harsh rock platform below.

Two fishermen, dazed in marijuana haze

Earwitness a scream – loud, freaky cry

A rent in the fabric of winter dark

Sudden homicidal rage enacted, but

Not seen

Ob scene.

The tall man is found guilty

The smaller man finds slippage

As fading shadow, a cipher

With black hair and blacker clothes

The second man flees and takes flight.

Swarming speculations and scuttlebutt

Yet, a naming evasion

As elusion and illusion elide

One of two men, or none of any?

Manic depressive, some say nutter

Gold Rolex on thuggish wrist

Illustrated flesh, snakes and skulls

A life of needles and skin, needless more sin

Squalid wads of money

In King’s Cross cafes and on the fringe

Snorted up the nose

Swinging angry, bottom-dweller

Ripped muscles, Narcissus in a singlet

Riding on a ship of fools

Sycophants and lies

Betrayals, strange alibis

Seedy, greedy, gym pumping, Harleys

Rich men with pretty boys

The high life, the low life

Celebrity and the sordid, coupled, commingled.

Or was it the dreadlocked agent?

Sallow complexioned night creature

Ingesting too much cannabis

Now secreted behind psychiatric walls

Unlikely to leave

Paranoid, vanquished sentience

Swaddled in silver foil, self-made

Armour against accusation.

Still, the second man remains

Amorphous

Obscure trace element in the landscape

Formless in the shadows.

