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◆  gerald mangan  ◆

The Inward Traveller

Is anyone there, cried
The traveller knocking at the blank
Table, where the white double
Locked page looked back. I am here,
Waiting in the moonlight. Is anyone 
Home? He heard the fierce voice 
Of the Muse say Yes, and the page swung

Open, with an ancient creak. Yes,
She said, It’s you that’s home. Come in. 
Wipe your shoes on the mat, and watch
Out for that hole in the carpet 
When you climb the stair, if you are
Not  as sober as you should be.
Climb the stair, and I’ll follow

Your footfall crossing the floor 
To the window. Sometimes if you lean
Out in the moonlight you catch 
A tail-feather of the past  
Flying past. You hear the dark
Clang of the rivetters in the ship
Yard, out in the hopeless salt
Air of Greenock half asleep.
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