Jaipur, Partick

It’s Jaipur time in Partick

when the setting sun

gilds red sandstone

against a sky of fragile blue.

Grey slates are warmed to bronze

and star-fretted chimneys

of pale clay, blushing,

rise with the slow amber moon.

A gull with hennaed breast

soars above copper aerials

and a ginger cat glowing

at a western window

where marigolds, 

French and African,

open their saffron hearts.

And we eat carrot

grated in orange slivers

and discs of pink peppered salami

with mango crescents, 

croissants and chilled rosé

before the sky melts

to minted chocolate

and espresso fills the street.
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