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THE WAITING ROOM 
 
Waiting in a painted square. 
Window in a wall. 
We hang here in a cube in air. 
The moment waits to fall. 
We watch a swallow swoop and dive 
outside. 
In and out the patients pass. 
Like us they walk on broken glass, 
the shards of dreams and broken lives 
outside the waiting room. 
 
Sitting in an upright chair, 
waiting for the call. 
Knock, knock, doctor, are you there? 
The silence says it all. 
We hear the distant traffic roar 
outside. 
We knot our hands in strands of hope 
that cure will cut the hanging rope; 
through the window seagulls soar 
outside the waiting room. 
 
Knowing who I am and where – 
mirror on a wall. 
Losing height, I lost my hair; 
there’s nowhere left to fall. 
I like to hear the blackbird’s song 
outside. 
And feel your presence at my side – 
the road ahead is deep and wide, 
so much to love, and for so long 
outside the waiting room. 

  


