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◆  andrew mcneillie  ◆

A Fortune

Words hunt me down.
I don’t know why
they won’t leave me alone.
Everywhere I turn
they fall like rain
off the Atlantic where
so much of my time
found itself silent
when I was young.

Every action has a reaction
is their modus operandi,
I know now to my peril.
But my gaze then,
my tongue, and my pen
vowed silence. For hours 
and days on end I drank it all in 
and left my thoughts
to their own devices.

I’d be the same again
If I could and put away my pen
if it weren’t all I have left
to save me from drowning,
drawing on the savings
of that young man
whose name I bear 
and whose fortune
I’m still squandering.


