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1930 ...

I feel sure that I shall meet
Marcom again somewhere and that
there will be some work for us
to do together just as I
believed there was for us to do
here. Now that I am left to do
it alone I must not let him
down but put as much energy
into it if not as much
interest, as if he were still
here. If I succeed I shall
be more fit to enjoy his
company than I am now.

...

In Cambridge I met a boy and
I thought of Christopher but
the work we did was different.
It was the work of crossing
glances.

In London I met a boy and
I thought of Christopher but
the work we did was strange.
It was the work of mingling
waters.

In Princeton I met a boy and
I thought of Christopher but
the work we did was erroneous.
It was the work of wrestling
angels.

In Brighton I met a boy and
I thought of Christopher but
the work we did was peculiar.
It was the work of inserting
affections.

In Sheffield I met a boy and
I thought of Christopher but
the work we did was eerie.
It was the work of removing
impediments.

In Leeds I met a boy and
I thought of Christopher but
the work we did was
confounding.
It was the work of smoothing
hackles.

In Edinburgh I met a boy and
I thought of Christopher but
the work we did was difficult.
It was the work of dreaming
solutions.

In Newcastle I met a boy and
I thought of Christopher but
the work we did was
complicated.
It was the work of decoding
desperation.

In Liverpool I met a boy and
I thought of Christopher but
the work we did was
problematic.
It was the work of combing
hounds.

In Dover I met a boy and
I thought of Christopher but
the work we did was awkward.
It was the work of riding out
yearnings.

In Leeds I met a boy and
I thought of Christopher but
the work we did was
embarrassing.
It was the work of enigmatic
expression.

In Manchester I met a boy and
I thought of Christopher but
the work we did was upsetting.
It was the work of sleeping in
solvent.

... 1952 ...

In Manchester I met a boy and
I thought of Christopher but
the work we did was different.
It was the work of my undoing.

... 1954 ...

There is nothing left for me
here. I have eaten the poison
apple. Dear Christopher, there
will be some work for us to do
together.




